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DEDICATION. 



This unpretending little volume, beloved Rome, 
I dedicate to thee. Thy sorrows have enchained 
my heart's best affections, that are led like willing 
captives enamoured of their conqueror. Thus it is 
I follow in thy mournful train. 

Never in all thy past grandeur hast thou 
appeared to me more glorious and deserving of 
homage than now, when I behold thee nailed to 
the cross by cowardice, ingratitude, and treason. 
My destiny is linked with thine, beloved Borne! 
What though it be one of suffering, there is still 
a rapturous joy amidst our trials, for our foes can 
never deprive us of that buoyant hope given to 
those only who have nothing on earth to lean upon 
but the promises of Christ. To thee I dedicate 
this little work, the humble expression of my 
gratitude to the Blessed Mother of God, for the 
protection, help, and comfort, she tendered me 
within thy sacred walls, when I hied to her shrines, 
like an outcast fleeing from despair. 

Deign, 0 Rome, to smile on the lowly tribute of 
thy servant, for in thy smile is found comfort more 
blissful than mortals can bestow, comfort given of 
God, to those only who suffer for their loyalty to 
thee, for their devotion to the cause of Mary, for 
their unswerving fidelity to God. 
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CHAPTER I. 

In Rome, on the last Sunday in January, 1881, the 
rain was pouring in torrents, deepening the interior gloom 
that then darkened my soul. Consoling and inspiring as 
the atmosphere of Rome may be in winter when the 
Eternal City is basking in a bright sunshine, so much 
the more depressing it becomes during a long bleak storm. 

I had passed through a host of difficulties in order to 
come to Rome for the purpose of writing a work on Church 
and State, entitled "St. Peter and the Cock." I felt 
that there was no place like Rome for such a purpose. I 
had an inner conviction, that if I went to the Eternal 
City, I should there meet with some one who would in- 
struct me, and help me to unravel the intricate question. 

But I soon discovered that my desires were not to be 
soon or easily satisfied, even here. The clergy who had 
l o. c. 
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read my earlier books, answered my questions warily, 
as though they thought 



So, with the canny Scotchman, we will be cautious. To 
all my questions they either answered me with a curt 
"yes," or "no," or recommended me to read certain 
books, without offering to lend them to me ; more often 
they referred me to some one else who, they said, was 
more capable of instructing me than themselves, usually 
accompanying their reference with a strong recom- 
mendation not to let any of these more enlightened per- 
sons know who had sent me. 

My friends had tried to dissuade me from writing this 
work because Catholic literature did not " pay," and, 
hoping effectually to discourage me, reminded me of my 
own insignificance by naming the able Catholic writers 
of the day, whose works often made scarcely more impres- 
sion on the world than so many pebbles thrown upon the 
waves. 

By comparing me with these great minds, instead of dis- 
couraging me, they only made me feel more determined to 
go to Borne and write the book; for I knew that God often 
makes use of the refuse of mankind to work for His glory, 
and I believed He had chosen me this time ; so I resolved 
to put my trust in Him and persevere. But I was no 
sooner in Borne than I found how vain it was for me to 
seek for an instructor. That sensible grace, too, which had 
hitherto buoyed me up and enabled me joyfully to undergo 
numberless trials, was withdrawn, and nature with un- 
relenting fingers began to tug at my very heart-strings, 



" A ohieFa amang us takin' notes ; 
And, faith, she'll print 'em." 
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by making me feel in all its horrors the position of a 
friendless, penniless woman, alone in Home and in the 
world, who had been slandered and maligned, whose best 
intentions had been misinterpreted, and who was generally 
regarded with an eye of suspicion, if not with feelings of 
positive aversion. 

While nature was exaggerating in my mind these 
miseries, she seemed determined to shut out from my 
soul the light of faith, which, like a trusty beacon, had 
thus far guided and consoled me on my way. 

In my wretched state I asked an Italian woman, an 
aged cripple, where Italians were wont to look for comfort 
in their dark hours of discouragement and of temptation 
to throw themselves into the Tiber, 

She replied : 44 We always go and pray to the Madonna 
of St. Augustine." 

Taking her at her word, and in spite of the rain, I 
started out alone and on foot to find the church. Having 
found it, I entered it, and threw myself before the first 
altar I came to, and burst into tears. 

An old Italian priest was praying beside me, who, when 
I arose to take a seat, threw upon me a look of com- 
passion; for my grief was so poignant that it broke 
through all social conventionalities, and I addressed him 
in broken sobs : 

44 Father, I wish I were dead. When I crossed St. 
Angelo's bridge I felt like throwing myself in the Tiber. 
What shall I do to find peace V 9 

44 Say a prayer to St. Joseph," he answered, 44 and I 
will take you to a little church where there is a Madonna, 
who will advise you what to do." 
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" I do not wish to go out in this rain," I said, " for I 
am drenched." 

u Never mind that, child," the priest replied. " If you 
desire peace you must be willing to make any sacrifice to 
obtain it. Come and kiss the Madonna's feet, and then 
follow me." 

I did as he bade me, and then, leaving the church, began 
most reluctantly to follow him through the pouring rain. 
He did not lead me far before he entered a little church, 
erected during the reign of Sixtus V., known as the 
church of our Lady of Peace. 

After saying a Hail Mary at the high altar, he took me 
into a side chapel, at the extreme end of which was a 
very small chapel, partitioned off by an iron railing. 

"In there," said he, thrusting his hands through the 
iron bars, and pointing to an altar, " is a miraculous pic- 
ture. It is our Lady of Good Counsel." 

He had no sooner spoken these few words than my 
heart began to burn within me, and I said to him, " I 
thank you, father, for bringing me here, for I need advice." 

He then bade me good day, and as soon as he was gone 
I nestled up to the railing, pressing my face closely up to 
it to get a better view of the picture, and saying to it, " I 
am so glad to be here." As I said these words I felt like 
a poor, abandoned, persecuted soul, who had just found 
a mother and a home. 

My depression of mind vanished the instant I gazed 
upon this picture of the Madonna, and I soon became . 
insensible to my drenched clothing, for my heart had 
grown so warm within me that I felt the cold no longer, 
nor any desire of death. 

Alone in the chapel, I began to invoke the Madonna 
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with all possible fervour, for counsel in this the hour of 
my great need. Presently the thought occurred to me 
to write to a distinguished and rich Catholic in America, 
with a request for help, and also to a priest there who was 
known for his benevolence. I believed the Madonna had 
suggested it to me, and addressing the picture, I said to 
it, " How am I to live here until assistance from America 
reaches me, even if it is sent me ?" And taking out my 
purse, I opened it, to show the Madonna that I had barely 
enough in it to last me a week. 

The thought then occurred to me that I should write to 
a priest residing in London for help. But I rejected the 
thought, because he had tried to dissuade me from writing 
" St. Peter and the Cock," and considered my coming to 
Rome a piece of folly, I then thought of a nun who was 
a superior in France, and I believed that if I appealed to 
her for help she would surely assist me* 

The next day I wrote to the nun, and also to the priest 
in London, without the slightest hope that Tie would grant 
my request. But I wrote to him because I believed our 
Lady of Good Counsel had put it in my mind to do it. 

He answered my letter immediately, forwarding me all 
I asked, but at the same time using every argument to 
dissuade me from writing my book. The nun wrote me a 
very sweet encouraging letter, but did not send me a 
farthing. 4 

I then started off for our Lady of Good Counsel's shrine, 
and offered her my most heartfelt thanks for her advice, 
and begged of her to be always ray guide and my coun- 
sellor. 

But I was deeply humiliated that the nun should refuse 
me, for I had opened my heart to her, and told her how 
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I had been obliged to leave my trunks in Paris, in order 
to reach Home, and I began reproaching onr Lady of 
Good Counsel for permitting me to write to her, when 
she must have known I should be refused. I soon repented 
having reproached the Madonna, and I thought she had 
permitted the disappointment to try mj faith in her. 
After a wrestle with pride I tried to love the abjection, 
and see that humiliation was good for me ; so I said to 
the Madonna, " I will never doubt you, even if you kill." 
But a moment afterwards I began imploring her not to 
try me too much, knowing, as she did, that I was made of 
very bad stuff, and I begged her to have compassion on 
my weakness. 



CHAPTER II. 

In my work on Church and State, entitled " St. Peter 
and the Cocx," I desired to give a description of St. 
Peter's Bark, and also of "The Branch/'* the name of 
the craft sailing in opposition to it. It was easy enough 
to describe "The Branch," for I could see it perfectly; 
but St. Peter's Bark in my mind was vague. 

As St. Paul had said : " the invisible |hings of Him from 
the beginning of the world are clearly seen by the things 
that are made," and " by faith we understand that the 
world was framed by the Word of God, that from invisible 
things visible things might be made." I had tried to 
find a figure or symbol of St. Peter's Bark, and asked 
whoever I thought likely to possess such a picture, to 

• The Church of England. 
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show it to me. I succeeded in getting a collection of 
images that were supposed to represent that mystical 
ship, but I soon discovered they were mere fancies, drawn 
from the imagination, for none of them resembled the 
other, and there was nothing about one of them that 
showed consistency, or attempted to illustrate that type 
of the centre of all unity, which I knew St. Peter's Bark 
must possess, so I threw these images aside, as so many 
illustrated heretical designs, for it was evident the Church 
had never pronounced one of them correct. At length, 
despairing of ever finding any such symbol or image, I 
asked our Lady of Good Counsel to shew me St. Peter's 
Bark, and tell me of what it was made, how it was con- 
structed, how it was manned, how it was furnished, and 
how it was worked. I felt that morning, as I knelt before 
her shrine, that she was the instructor I had come to Borne 
to find, and I had so much confidence in the Madonna, 
that whenever I made her a request for the good of the 
Church, I was sure she would grant it. I was not dis- 
appointed, for I soon had a conception of the Bark, that 
was just suited to my American blood ; and as I saw it in 
my mind's eye lying in the haven of Detachment, it was 
easy to see she possessed what are known as the modern 
inventions, such as the electric light, the magnetic tele- 
graph, and the steam engine. I at once discovered her 
to be a man of war, manned by the clergy, while the 
passengers are the laity ; and it was perfectly clear that 
this man of war was a first class ship to convey souls 
straight to the port of heaven. 

I instantly set to work to describe it in my book, 
entitled " St. Peter ajtd the Cock," a synopsis of which I 
will give in the appendix of this little work, to show the 
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reader how good oar Lady of Good Counsel was to me, 
hoping it will induce others to put themselves under her 
protection and guidance. It will also serve as a key to 
St. Peter's Bark, as it is portrayed in M St. Pbtbr and 
the Cock." In that work, the description of the Bark is 
so interwoven with the story, that it becomes necessary to 
read the book through, in order to know all the gifts and 
different qualities of which the Bark is composed, while, 
in the appendix to this little work, the material is collected 
and put together in one long chapter.* 



CHAPTER III. 

While writing a description of St. Peter's Bark, and 
interlacing it with the story entitled " St. Peter and the 
Cook," I went every morning to our Lady of Good Coun- 
sel's chapel, in the church of our Lady of Peace, to ask her 
assistance. In the evening I returned to thank the 
Madonna for what she had done for me during the day. 
March came, and I received remittances from America in 
answer to the letters I had written after I had asked our 
Lady of Good Counsel's advice on that dismal day when a 
perfect stranger led me to her shrine. I could not help 
comparing my present happy and independent condition 
to what it was the first time I invoked her aid, and know- 

* I do not presume to intimate that every little detail has been 
described so that it conveys a perfect knowledge of this mystical 
ship. I have merely described it as any one would a ship, giving 
its general outlines, without entering into a minute description of 
every nail, beam, or bolt, whioh are necessary for its construction. 
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ing that I was indebted to her for all my prosperity, my 
devotion to her increased every day. 

They were going to make a novena at the Vatican, in 
the Pauline chapel, in honour of St. Joseph. An Italian 
girl who resided in the same house with me begged me to 
accompany her. As I entered the chapel it was dimly 
lighted, but sufficiently to see there was no statue of St. 
Joseph, and no picture of him either, and I remarked to. 
an American lady I chanced to meet there, " I wonder 
they have not a statue or a picture of St. Joseph here, as 
it is his novena. What little picture is that over the 
altar?" 

" It is our Lady of Good Counsel," she answered. 

My heart leaped with joy as I hastened to the altar to 
view it more closely. As I gazed upon it I implored the 
Madonna to instruct me. That day, in treating the ques- 
tion between Church and State, I recollected, in crossing 
the frontier that separates Italy from France, I had heard 
a liberal Catholic exclaim, " How the ultramontanes do 
exaggerate ! I expected to find the Pope a prisoner, and 
sleeping on straw." I had hardly invoked the Madonna 
before I . perceived that the Holy Father had no such 
luxurious bed as that liberal Catholic had once supposed ; 
for instead of a bed of straw, he had a bed of thorns, and I 
knew it at once by its form, for I had seen the nation 
carrying it on its arms. It was the cross of Savoy, which 
in Home is now raised over the cross of our Saviour, in 
defiance of the rights of every Koman Catholic throughout 
the world. 

I could then understand that the Holy Father was 
really a prisoner; that he was bound by conscience, and 
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held by the fear of the Lord ; for the vicar of Christ is 
not free to degrade the pontifical dignity.* 

I continued to assist at the novena, and every time I 
invoked the Madonna I understood the question better. I 
already knew that the States of the Church belonged to 
the Catholics as an associated body, for the Catholic world 
has paid for them over and over again by the material 
treasures she has lavished upon them, without which they 
might have been to-day a wilderness, and Home a mass of 
ruins. But a liberal once remarked to me that " the 
royalty of the Roman Pontiffs was a mere accident." I 
asked our Lady of Good Counsel about it, and I then un- 
derstood that they might as well call the birth, life, and 
death of Christ an accident as call the royal dignity of the 
Pontiffs one, for the Church's royal dignity is as clearly 
foretold in the Old Testament as is the crucifixion of 
Christ on Calvary. 

My attention was continually called to the clean street 
in Rome : strangers were constantly alluding to it. On 
the seventeenth of March, as the novena was drawing to a 
close, I entered the Pauline chapel, and then fully realized, 
after I had prayed before our Lady of Good Counsel's 
picture, that the Italians had only risen to fame under the 
Piedmontese reign for being the best street sweepers in 
the world ; but during the reign of the Pontiffs, a poem, a 
statue, a design, conceived by an Italian mind, had sent a 
thrill of admiration and noble emulation throughout the 

* If the Holy Father accepted the position the liberals desire him 
to occupy, he would be acting the role of a mock king, the same as 
Pilate's soldiers forced Christ to act ; for what would such a sceptre 
be in his hands but a reed, and such a crown but a crown of thorns, 
that the State at its pleasure could presB down on his head ? 
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whole world ; bat now the pen, the lyre, and the chisel 
are superseded by the dirt cart, the broom, and the shovel. 
The present age admires £he change, and calls it civiliza- 
tion and progress. 



CHAPTER IV. 

In the early part of April, an Irish Augustinian priest 
called on me, and told me he had been sent by the curate 
of the Vatican, who wished me to call on him, as he 
desired to make my acquaintance. "He has seen you 
frequently at St. Peter's," said he, " and has learned you 
are an author; he hopes you will assist him in propagating 
a devotion to 'Our Lady of Good Counsel,' for he has 
great devotion to that Madonna." 

I suspected he must have seen me at Our Lady of 
Good Counsel's shrine in the church of Our Lady of 
Peace, or perhaps at the Vatican ; and when I related to 
this priest how frequently I went there, he naturally 
supposed the curate had seen me there. When I saw 
this priest later in the day, he informed me that the 
curate had only seen me at St. Peter's, and was totally 
ignorant of my devotion to Our Lady of Good Counsel. 
The curate had also told him that I must be mistaken 
about there being a picture of Our Lady of Good Counsel 
in the church of Our Lady of Peace. 

I was startled at this, and felt that it was Our Lady of 
Good Counsel who had inspired the curate to make my 
acquaintance, since he knew nothing of my great devotion 
to her under that title. 
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The following morning, however, all doubts were dis- 
pelled. I made the curate's acquaintance, and he related 
to me how he had gone the previous evening to Our Lady 
of Peace, and was happily surprised when he found I was 
right, and there was a picture of Our Lady of Good 
Counsel there. 

He then asked me to write a work in EDglish upon that 
Madonna before I left Italy. He said he would procure 
me all the documents relating to the picture, which were 
numerous; but they were published in Latin, Italian, 
French, and German, and they desired very much to have 
a work written in English. He assured me, I could not 
write upon any subject that would do more to promote the 
cause of religion, as it would surely increase the devotion 
to the Mother of God. 

I told him I was already engaged on a work which 
covered the whole question between Church and State, 
and that if my work was approved by the censor, I would 
then out of gratitude write out my own experience of Our 
Lady of Good Counsel, and publish all she had done for 
me. 

The curate asked me if a censor had already consented 
to read my manuscript; I told him yes, and when I 
named him, he begged me to promise I would write the 
book for him on the Madonna, without making any reser- 
vation or condition. As the censor was known to be one 
of the ablest, but severest judges in Rome, he thought 
there was a chance of his rejecting my work. 

The next day he sent me several volumes containing 
an authentic history of the picture as far back as four 
centuries. As I resided only a few minutes' walk from 
the Vatican, the curate told me I need not go so far to 
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pray before the picture of our Lady of Good Counsel; 
that I was welcome to come to the Pauline chapel every 
morning to Mass if I preferred to do so. 



CHAPTER V. 

JEaster Sunday I assisted at the Holy Father's Mass in 
the Sixtine chapel, and received our Lord from his blessed 
hands. At a previous audience, when* the Holy Father 
was going to bless me, I held up a gold ring on which was 
inscribed Koma, and said, " Holy Father, I am in love 
with Rome, and would like to be wedded to it. If you 
will bless our union I will promise to always be a faithful 
spouse." The Holy Father then blessed me and my ring, 
and I trust that my readers will pray for me that I may 
ever be faithful to my vow. 

When I left the Vatican that Easter morning I went to 
St. Peter's, and visited the seven altars privileged for the 
souls in purgatory. While making the round I could not 
drive from my mind how much I had suffered because I 
once believed God had called me to build a church and 
found a work. I had given to it the best years of my life. 
It had consumed my fortune, and I had made every pos- 
sible sacrifice in order to accomplish it, yet I felt I had 
failed, although I had succeeded in building a small church 
in which Mass had occasionally been celebrated; but I 
was cheated by the contractors, who made me pay five 
times as much as it was worth ; instead of using the best 
material they had used the worst. After it was finished, 
it was broken into three different times and robbed ; and 
what the thieves did not take, was burnt. My director, 
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fearing the church might be broken into, advised ,me to 
keep the sacred vessels and ornaments of worth in my 
house, to which I had been adding twelve rooms, so that 
it might easily be converted into a convent. The house 
was burnt down over my head ; my daughter and myself 
barely escaping with our lives, being obliged to rush out 
of it at midnight, through the smoke and flames, in our 
sight-dresses and bare feet. 

To relate all the miseries, sacrifices, and sufferings, both 
physical and mental, I went through during those years 
that I was trying to found that work, would make of itself 
a good sized book. 

But what had it all apparently amounted to? I am 
derided as a religious enthusiast. My efforts and sacri- 
fices have only ended in making me a laughing-stock, and 
placing me and my indigence beyond the pale of sympathy. 
Nearly everybody feels that I deserve to suffer, for ex- 
hausting all my means in building a church, and trying to 
found a work. Yet I firmly believe it was God's will, and 
that He wished me to make all those sacrifices, and suffer 
all those humiliations, for the good of my soul. As they . 
one by one thrust themselves before me, while I was 
visiting the seven privileged altars in St. Peter's that 
Easter morning, I felt I could then make good use of 
them, and I offered them all for the benefit of the souls in 
purgatory, and particularly for the dead who had tried 
to thwart my undertakings. Instead of repining, then, 
because I had suffered so much, I wished that my miseries 
had been a thousand-fold greater, for then I should have 
had more to offer to assist these poor helpless souls. 
When I left the church, I felt I had made an offering 
that was most pleasing to God. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

When I returned home that Easter morning, I took up 
one of the volumes the curate had sent me relating to Our 
Lady of Good Counsel, and the first place I opened, I saw 
the name of " Petruccia," and recollected that a priest 
had once said to me, when he saw me persevering amidst 
persecution and privations in my endeavours to build a 
church, that my faith and constancy reminded him of 
Petruccia. That was all that I had ever heard about her. 
But my heart began leaping with joy that our names 
should ever have been associated together; for after 
reading a few pages, I learned that the Blessed Petruccia, 
as she was called by the people, had undertaken in her 
old age to build a church, about the middle of the fifteenth 
century, in the village of Genazzano, in the diocese of 
Palestrina. It appears that a sanctuary belonging to the 
Augu8tinian friars was falling to ruins, and it was found 
necessary to rebuild it. It was an ancient shrine, built in 
honour of the Mother of God, under the title of Our Lady 
of Good Counsel, and for many years the Blessed Virgin 
had been fervently invoked there. 

Petruccia, a devout old woman, living at that time in 
Genazzano, felt that she was inspired to undertake the 
erection of the new temple on a larger scale. When 
young she had sold all she possessed and distributed it to 
the poor, and had taken the habit of the Third Order of 
St. Augustine; but notwithstanding her poverty, she set 
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to work, for she was sanguine that the Blessed Virgin had 
made known to her that she would not fail to assist her if 
she set to work immediately. It was no sooner bruited 
about what this pious old woman was undertaking than 
the people derided her enthusiastic zeal. But she calmly 
answered their deridings and sneers : "Be not uneasy, my 
children, for before my death," (she was then quite broken 
down,) " the Blessed Virgin and St. Augustine will finish 
the church." 

The building had only been raised a few feet when the 
resources failed, and the work was stopped ; ecclesiastical 
authority also interposed, and ordered that a work that 
seemed to be founded on imaginary revelations should 
not be continued. 

Petruccia was not discouraged, but, confident in the 
Lord, she patiently awaited her justification. 

The shrine adjoined Petruccia's convent, and she had 
taken that portion of her home which she had occupied as 
her room to add to the church, to build a little chapel to 
the Blessed Virgin. The resources no sooner failed, and 
the work was no sooner interrupted by ecclesiastical 
authority, than the people jeered at Petruccia, and she 
became a laughing-stock. 

I read thus far, when I began to suspect who had come 
to her aid. After Vespers I took up the book, and read it 
from beginning to end, and the tears trickled down my 
cheeks for joy when I learned how very powerful and great 
was my Mother, my guide, and instructor, our Lady of 
Good Counsel, and all that she had done for poor suffering 
souls who had piously sought her aid. I will relate this 
Madonna's history here in a few words, for if I attempted 
to translate all the miracles that have been attributed to 
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her, (many of which have been authenticated by the most 
reliable ecclesiastical authority,) it would take years. But 
J will relate enough of her history to let those who are 
afflicted and discouraged know in future where they must 
go to procure comfort, counsel, protection, and aid. 



CHAPTER VII. 

On the banks of a small lake in Upper Albania is a 
town called Scutari. Such was its corruption at the be- 
ginning of the fifteenth century that God punished it by 
means of the invasion of the Ottomans. It had not only 
sunk to the lowest depths of immorality, but the people 
had been unfaithful to their religion, and had broken off 
from Catholic unity, and obstinately persisted in schism. 
The Orientals were then in open revolt against the Pope, 
and Mahomet II., taking advantage of the disunion between 
the East and the West, overthrew the empire, and the 
town of Scutari was involved in the general catastrophe. 

The empire was no sooner overthrown than Mahomet 
II. sought to exterminate the Christians. The afflicted 
people, seeing no resource but in Ood, crowded to the 
temples to implore the divine protection. 

At a short distance from Scutari, on a hill, was a little 
church, where an image of our Lady was venerated, best 
known under the title of the Virgin of Good Counsel. To 
this church the inhabitants flocked in their distress, and 
crowded round the sacred image, where they joined fasting 
to their prayers, hoping thus to move the heart of God 
to deliver them from the scourge now laid upon them. 
3 o. c. 
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Bat supplications which had no higher motive than fear 
were insufficient to appease the divine wrath, and the 
Mother of God, too, seemed to recoil from a people who 
had so often grieved her. Whilst Scutari was writhing 
under Ottoman cruelties, a poor slave, and an Albanian 
named George*, resolved to forsake a town where there 
was no longer safety for their persons. But before leaving 
they wished to bid farewell to the beloved image of Mary, 
and with eyes brimming with tears they besought her to 
have pity on them, and to continue to them her gracious 
protection. 

They were about to leave the church when the image 
was suddenly hidden from their sight by a white cloud. 
Presently the cloud and the image separated from the 
wall, which was left bare, and the picture, supported by 
two columns, and surmounted by a halo, rose slowly in the 
air and moved towards the west. Filled with delight, the 
two Christians scanned it eagerly with their eyes, and 
then followed after it, crossing mountains and valleys 
without growing tired. Beaching the Adriatic gulf, they 
saw the cloud cross the sea ; and, urged on by some in- 
ternal power, they ventured upon the waters, and pursued 
their way to the Apennines. 

In the evening the cloud lost its whiteness* and became 
like fire, thus guiding them to the gates of Borne, where 
it disappeared. On the 25th of J April, 1467, the feast of 
St. Mark was celebrated at Genazzano with more than 
usual pomp, and to honour the occasion a fair was held in 
the square near the church that Fetruccia had undertaken 
to rebuild. Towards the hour of Vespers, when the crowd 
was most numerous, the blessed image of our Lady ap^ 
peared in the air, surrounded by a white cloud. It de* 
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scended slowly, until it placed itself against the wall of the 
new church, where in a little while the cloud faded away, 
and there appeared the image of the Virgin and Child. 
At the same moment all the hells of the country rang of 
themselves in token of joy, and Petruccia, admonished by 
Mary, hastened to the scene of the miracle, and after 
having venerated the picture, she cried out in the excess 
of her joy, " Behold the image I have been so expecting." 
All the people laid aside their affairs to take part with 
her in her joy for this miraculous apparition. 

Informed of the event, the Augustinian monks took the 
necessary steps to verify the fact that the Madonna holding 
the Child Jesus in her arms was painted on a thin surface 
cut square, that it was upheld by no visible support, and 
that it stood clear of the wall. 

The poor slave and the Albanian named George* had 
meanwhile entered Rome, deeply grieved to have lost 
sight of the image. They no sooner heard what was 
related of the miraculous appearance of the Virgin and 
Child in Genazzano than they hastened to the place to 
look at the picture, which, when they beheld it, they joy* 
fully declared it to be the same image that had left 
Scutari, and the very one they had followed. 

This image of Mary was now greeted everywhere with 
joy and love, and the graces bestowed were so numerous 
that the Augustinians at once appointed a public notary 
for the express purpose of examining all the miracles 
recognized as genuine, and of keeping a record of them for 
future times. The record is preserved in the archives 
of the convent, which still testifies to the numerous mira* 
cles that have been performed before her blessed image. 
The dead were raised to life, the dumb spoke, the blind 
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saw, the sick were healed, and the sorrow-stricken soul 
found peace and joy. 

Gifts and offerings began pouring in, and work was 
resumed on the church, which was soon completed, and 
the aged Petruccia was consoled for all that she had 
suffered bjr the numerous miracles she witnessed, which 
caused people of ail conditions to flock to Genazzano to 
pray to the Mother of Good Counsel ; and thus the devo- 
tion to the Virgin of Good Counsel was soon spread all 
over Italy, and afterwards in France and Spain, and also 
in England and South America. In many places churches 
and chapels were built, and confraternities established, 
under this title. The venerated image was also placed in 
the houses and in the streets of towns, villages, and cities ; 
and the Roman Pontiffs have all testified a singular devo- 
tion to the Virgin of Good Counsel. Paul II. had a 
rigorous examination made of the miracle of the appari- 
tion, causing all the proofs of its authenticity to be care- 
fully collected. Eight years after the miracle, Sixtus IV. 
confirmed the donation of the church and convent to the 
Augustinians, and of his own accord added special graces 
and privileges. In 1630, Urban VIII., accompanied by 
several cardinals and princes, went to* Genazzano for the 
purpose of invoking the Mother of Good Counsel to avert 
a pestilence which was then desolating Italy. In 1682 
Innocent XI. expressed the wish that the chapter of St. 
Peter of the Vatican should crown a Madonna so renowned, 
and this was done. The thinness of the material not 
permitting the crowns to be fixed on the fresco itself, they 
were suspended by means of cords above the heads of the 
Virgin and Child. Benedict XIV. granted indulgences to 
this sanctuary. By his apostolical letters of July 2nd, 
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1753, he approved the Pious Union of Genazzano, and 
had his name inscribed as the first member. 

This Pontiff moreover extended the privilege of joining 
this Union to strangers as well as the inhabitants of 
Genazzano. At the date of August 15th, 1833, we find, 
after the name of Benedict, thirteen cardinals, six princes 
of the house of Colonna, and many superiors of religious 
orders. 

Pius IX., to testify his gratitude for the numerous and 
signal graces with which he had been favoured by our 
Lady, visited Genazzano on August 15, 1864, and after 
venerating the image, he made an offering to it of a rich 
diadem glittering with brilliants. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

After perusing these documents, containing the testi- 
monies of the most authentic witnesses, my faith in the 
power of Our Lady of Good Counsel was only equalled by 
my gratitude for all she had done for me. Every morning 
early, sometimes before the sun was fully risen, found me 
in the Vatican before her shrine in the Pauline chapel. 

After I had finished my description of the exterior of 
St. Peter's Bark, I longed to enter the interior by the 
ordinary way; for all I had seen of the interior was a 
remote corner I had reached by an extraordinary way 
that led from the spring. Without being able to give a 
description of the interior of the Bark, my work entitled 
" St. Peter ahd tbb Cook" would not be complete ; for 
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as I had been describing «• tot branch,"* inside and oat, 
it was necessary to show that the interior of St. Peter's 
Bark was not like the interior of the craft sailing in oppo- 
sition to it. 

In vain did I search the works of writers on mystical 
theology, to get an idea of what the interior of the Bark 
was like, for everything I found relating to it only made 
it appear to my mind more vague. 

I finally threw aside their works, and looked up entirely 
to Our Lady of Good Counsel, to admit me into that king- 
dom where souls in union with God find a heaven upon 
earth. Between that kingdom and me there appeared to 
be an impenetrable wall, that barred it from my sight ; 
and beat against it as hard as I might, in my endeavours 
to tear it down, I only bruised my hands, without shaking 
the wall in the least. Still I did not cease to beat. 



CHAPTER IX. 

One morning, towards the end of April, the curate of 
the Vatican accosted me as I was leaving the Pauline 
chapel. He told me he was going the following morning 
to Genazzano, to pass a few days there, and asked me if 
I would like to accompany him. 

I refused, on account of the expense; but he assured 
me that need not deter me, for he could introduce me to 
a rich family, who would cheerfully give me hospitality 
when they knew that I was going to write a work on the 
Madonna. He also reminded me of the many miracles' 
» The Church of England. 
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that had been wrought during the past four centuries at 
Our Ladj of Good Counsel's shrine in Genazzano. 

" 0," said I, " if she will only let me enter the interior 
of St. Peter's Bark by the ordinary way, I shall be satis- 
fied, no matter what it cost; for, after all, the Madonna is 
rich, and will be sure not to let me want for money that I 
have spent on account of my devotion to her. 

The next morning I left Eome in company with the 
curate, my heart panting with desire to behold the 
miraculous picture. I took plenty of lead pencils with 
me, determined, if the fathers permitted me, to write 
before her shrine. 

We were half way to Genazzano, when the sun suddenly 
disappeared. An Italian, noticing the sky had changed, 
spoke of the possibility of rain with as much anxiety as 
an American would of an earthquake. I did not know 
then how much the Italians dreaded getting wet, although 
I had seen beggars holding good umbrellas over their 
heads when it hardly drizzled. 

The rain soon came pattering on the windows ; I could 
not repress a smile when I saw everybody's face settle 
down into an expression of deep melancholy. At length 
some one said : " We shall have to walk from the train to 
the omnibus." I supposed, by the way he spoke, we 
should have to walk a mile; but when we arrived at 
Valmontone, I found the "bus" was only twenty good 
steps from the train. 

We had hardly taken our seats, when an Italian, who 
sat beside the curate, exclaimed : " I've got my feet wet !" 
The man drew a deep sigh, and the curate looked at him 
with as much compassion as if the man had told him he 
had broken his leg. We had still two hours drive before 
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we could reach Genazzano, and the " bus" was an old 
rickety vehicle. Some of the windows could not be 
closed, and when a man succeeded by the aid of a 
knife in pulling them up, it was discovered one of the 
panes was broken, and another entirely gone. 

We had scarcely driven a mile when two of the 
passengers got very pale. I supposed they were vexed 
on account of the rain, bat I soon discovered it was some- 
thing more serious. The omnibus, instead of jerking us 
up and down, would occasionally swing to and fro, and 
these two Italians, unaccustomed to travelling, got terribly 
sick. One of them sat with his eyes rivetted on the 
window that was without a pane, as if it were the only 
ray of hope that remained for him in this world, while the 
other sat with his hand on the door, as if undecided 
whether it were better to get out and get wet, or remain 
where he was and be sick. 

The rain beat in at one side, but only an occasional drop 
would now and then come down from the top. The curate 
and the rest looked thankful that the omnibus had at least 
a good roof. We noticed, as soon as we started, two men 
following us, in a cart drawn by a donkey, who kept 
beckoning and calling out to us to stop. Those in the 
" bus/' supposing one of the men wanted to get in, paid no 
attention to them, and pretended not to see or hear them, 
for they felt that the " bus" was full enough. Finally, they 
began screaming out at the top of their voices, and the 
driver overhearing them, halted to see what they wanted, 
when he quickly informed us that he had forgotten to 
cover up the baggage, which consisted of travelling bags 
and bundles, and expressed his regrets that they should 
have all got wet This was the signal for a general rout. 
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Everybody but the curd and myself got out to bring in 
their bundles, quite regardless of the perils of getting a 
ducking. But these bundles were hardly raised from 
the top of the "bus" than the rain came pouring down 
through the roof, and imprecations would have fallen 
on the driver's head had not a look from the curate re- 
strained them. 

The driver, to console them, said that the water would 
not pour in at that rate long, for he would cover over the 
roof with a large tarpauling, which he had no sooner done 
than it nearly shut out the light by covering completely 
the back of the "bus," and thus no one perceived that one of 
the sick men had been left behind, until we heard a scream 
and a shout, and then — something else — that made the 
curate's brow contract, as the " bus" instantly stopped and 
let him in. He now became thoroughly oblivious of the 
motion of the " bus" ; his grief was so intense that his 
things had got wet, and as if he would like to dry them 
at once, he took them up from the bottom of the " bus" and 
held them on his lap, hugging them so tightly that the 
water ran out of them in every direction. The " bus" left 
us at the gate of Genazzano, which is a city seated on the 
top of a hill, with streets that ascend and descend. 

We were obliged to walk from the gate to the church of 
Santa Maria, which is situated in the heart of the city, 
and as we ascended a steep street that we mounted by 
means of broad steps, the water came dashing down them 
in little rapid falls, which I did not mind at all, for by 
making a leap I was able to spring over them ; but the 
others, determined to preserve their dignity at the risk 
of imperilling their lives, walked slowly, putting their 
feet down deliberately, when the water would come dashing 



Digitized by Google 



26 



OUR GOOD COUNSBLLOB. 



like a torrent over their shoes, splashing them np to 
their knees. 

When we reached the church we were ushered into the 
sacristy, where the fathers hovered around the curate, 
whom many of them had not seen for years. With the 
exception of having once gone to France on a mission to 
propagate the devotion to Our Lady of Good Counsel, the 
curate had hardly gone beyond the precincts of the Vatican 
since the Holy Father was a prisoner. 

There is something touchingly sweet in the ingenuous 
and cordial welcome of religious towards each other. As 
they pressed around the aged curate, one took his um- 
brella, another his valise, a third his hat, while another 
took his breviary, which he had been holding under his 
arm, and another brought him a chair, when a stately 
looking father came in, and laughed as he looked him 
Straight in the eye. This one took the curate's hand and 
gave it a hearty squeeze. He was an American. The 
curate, then, turning round, began looking for me. It 
seemed none of them were conscious that I was there. He 
introduced me to the one who still retained his hand, 
while another, addressing me in Italian, said : " The 
Madonna wishes every one who visits her to obtain a grace, 
to make a sacrifice, and she has sent you the rain." 

"Oh," returned the curate, "the sacrifice was mine, 
for this lady enjoyed it." 

We then entered the church, and a moment more and I 
was in the chapel of the Madonna, which once formed a 
part of the dwelling of the Blessed Petruccia. The chapel 
is enclosed by a strong iron grating, reaching from the 
floor to the roof, and i? entered by two little iron gates. 
The picture I longed so much to see was concealed by 
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9 white satin ourtajp, embroidered with richly^ tinted 
flowers. The altar itself is of oriental alabaster bordered 
with malakite, 

I was greatly disappointed in not instantly beholding 
my Mother's face, and the curate remarking it, told me 
I must be patient and wait until Vespers ; perhaps that 
was one of the sacrifices the Madonna wished me to make. 
One of the fathers then called me away, to take me to the 
family with whom I was to stay. 

When I was ushered into the presence of the mother and 
her daughters, they received me with patriarchal simplicity 
and cordiality. There was no introduction or calling of 
names ; I had come to see the Madonna, and the curate 
had brought me with him and had sent me there. It was 
all they knew about me, or cared to know, and I was 
treated like a sister who had just come home. 

The first thing they said to me was, < 4 In their house 
ceremony and compliments were unknown, and if I wished 
to make them happy I must consider myself at home." 

As I was passing through the library, when they were 
conducting me to my room, I saw a priest, whom the 
mother told me was her son. Her eyes sparkled as she 
added, " There have been two priests in our family for 
three generations." I could see by her bearing, and the 
expression of her face as she uttered these words, that she 
wished me to know that was their 4 title of nobility, of 
which she felt justly proud. 

Dinner was announced, and while it was being served I 
noticed one of the daughters leave the table several times 
to go out in the hall, where there were some poor people 
standing with pitchers and handkerchiefs, looking as con- 
tented as the family, Although they had come to beg 4>il, 
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wine, or bread. When the daughter returned she would 
take her place at the table without a murmur or a frown, 
while the mother remarked with a quizzical smile, " The 
beggars know when to call and find us at home.'* 

Soon a nervous rap was heard at the door. It was a 
man who had hidden his savings in a place where the 
mice had got hold of them, and had nibbled them terribly. 
He had brought the money to the priest to ask him to 
exchange it for money that was whole. The priest raised 
his brows as he yielded to the request, but not until after 
he had failed to convince the man that his mouse- eaten 
money would be worthless to him. 

This unprofitable exchange, instead of making them 
morose, filled them with mirth, in the midst of which the 
curate of the Vatican was ushered into the dining-room 
without being announced. 

Their joy now seemed complete, for their faces beamed 
with delight as they hovered around him to kiss his hand. 
He had not been under their roof for years. It seemed to 
them like a precursor of the Holy Father's freedom, to see 
him in Genazzano again. He had made his noviciate 
there, and the mother's eyes filled with tears when she 
pointed to her son, the priest, and told me he had served 
the curate's Mass when a boy fifty years ago. " Many is 
the time, too," said she, " I have received our Lord from 
his hands." 

The curate had hardly crossed their threshold than he 
appeared a changed man. He was no longer one of those 
glacial figures that are seen winding their way through 
the halls of the Vatican, or passing with demure and 
recollected mien across the square in front of St. Peter's, 
as if afraid to raise their eyes, or to hardly draw their 
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breath, lest their good name should be contaminated by 
surrounding basilisks.* No; he was no longer one of 
those, for in the midst of such pious souls, who he knew 
were filled with loyalty to the Holy See, he felt once more 
the joy of relief, as if he could smile, look up, and breathe, 
without dreading the glance of suspicion or the tongue of 
slander, for such is the atmosphere in Eome that the 
clergy breathe since the States of the Church have been 
wrested from the Holy See. In Genazzano, with that 
pious family, one could express the joy a Christian feels, 
and the curate threw off the "repulsive mien," and became 
like the rest, for he was a child again, and the aged mother 
received him like a cherished son who had laboured hard 
for the glory of God : for in Genazzano the curate was 
honoured as an apostle of Mary. He had got thousands 
of persons to enrol their names on the list, to show they 
belong to the Pious Union of Souls of the Confraternity of 
Our Lady of Good Counsel, in Genazzano. And thousands 
of dollars had he collected, too, which enabled the Fathers 
to embellish their church with the most exquisite marbles, 
frescoes, and paintings. The family loved him for not 
having abandoned Our Lady of Good Counsel when he left 
Genazzano, and as they drank his health they offered a 
toast that would please him most, " May the Church soon 
triumph over her enemies, and may the Holy Father 
obtain his liberty 

Why should I conceal the name of a family so devoted 
to the Madonna, and to every interest that concerns reli- 
gion ; a family, too, that only seek to advance the cause 
of revealed truth, by practising the humbler virtues, and 
whose only aspirations are to know their names are 
* Serpents whose very look and breath are fatal. 
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registered in the book of life, and that under their names 
is inscribed, " They loved God, honoured His Mother, 
and were always loyal to Christ's Vicar"? Such is the 
family of Monsignore Giuseppe Mansella. 



When the evening came, and I heard the Vesper bell 
ring, I hastened to the shrine of Our Lady of Good Coun- 
sel. The chant no sooner began than the curtain was 
withdrawn* and I beheld the miraculous picture of my 
beloved Mother, guide, and instructor, which is still sus- 
pended in the very niche the Blessed Petruccia prepared 
over four hundred years ago. 

It is a fresco painting of the Mother of God, holding 
the Divine Child, whose right arm encircles her neck; and 
with the left He is holding on to her dress, so that the 
tips of His fingers just touch her breast, while His head is 
pressed lovingly against her temple. 

Though the picture is blackened by time, both the faces 
portray the most extraordinary tenderness, pathos, and 
sweetness. No word painting can ever convey the effect 
which gazing upon this picture has on a soul that looks at 
it with confidence and love. It raises your heart above 
the earth, and draws it to a better World. 

"O Mother, ,, I inwardly cried, "Do let me see what 
is behind this wall that conceals from my sight the 
interior world l" I then beat against that wall of flint 
with the whole force of my will ; still the wall did not 
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shake, but my soul was filled with an inward peace that 
told me my prayer was heard. 

When the litany was sung, above many aged voices 
that of a child's could now and then be distinctly heard, 
like the shrill notes of a forest bird ; whenever it fell upon 
my ear it reverberated through my soul, for it spoke so 
eloquently of the Saviour's love, that He did not leave us 
here orphans, or alone ; and my whole being was pene- 
trated with gratitude that He should have proclaimed 
with His dying breath that doctrine which was to soothe 
the Christian's soul; that we should always have a 
Mother here below, a Mother who could shelter us from 
our foes, and lead us securely to our God; and as I 
listened to catch the sound of the child's voice, rising so 
merrily from time to time above the rest, its accents 
taught me, more than years of toiling research could 
have done, of the blessing of knowing the true Church, 
and knowing too that it cannot err, and of letting our 
children draw that firm belief from their mother's 
breast; for the very sounds of praise that fell from that 
infant's lips showed it had the ring of truth in it; yes, 
if an infidel had a heart, and had been there, it would 
have converted him, for it was the voice of an infant 
singing of things revealed to little ones. As I arose 
from my knees I turned to look at the little warbler. 
It was a touching sight. I can see him now, as I saw 
him then, with his eyes steadily fixed on the picture of 
the Madonna, while his mother held him in her arms 
that he might see it better. 

As I turned from the child to look again at the picture, 
I felt that the firm belief in the pope's infallibility, when 
he speaks in matters pertaining to faith, is the axis of 
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Christianity, the axletree of moral progress and civiliza- 
tion, and the keystone of liberty and loyalty. That with- 
out this belief, loyalty »to the Church or the State was 
liable at any moment to crumble to atoms, like a dry and 
sunburnt clod under the spade that is dashed against it. 

I could then distinctly see the protecting hand of God 
in the promulgation of that doctrine, for it is another 
proof He never abandons the Church. As fast as its 
enemies weaken it in one part it is strengthened in 
another, always retaining its equilibrium like the universe 
itself. I then remembered the doctrine was proclaimed 
at the moment the enemy was preparing to deprive the 
Church of its estates, but God forestalled their efforts to 
weaken His Church by proclaiming a doctrine which is 
one of the causes of its eternal preservation, and which is 
of more service to it than the material possession of the 
whole universe. 

That evening, when I left the church, I was sanguine 
that in the morning the Madonna would grant my request, 
and let me enter the interior of St. Peter's Bark. I 
already began counting the hours that must elapse before 
I could visit her altar again. The morning had scarcely 
dawned when I arose and hastened to it. No sooner 
there than I found everything as vague to my mind as 
before I left Borne, and I smote my breast, for I felt 
the fault was my own, and that my soul was not prepared 
to receive the light it so ardently craved. I then went 
to confession, and afterwards remained two hours before 
the Madonna's altar, and would have remained there the 
rest of the day, had not the curate bade me go home and 
breakfast. When I returned I brought paper and pencils 
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with me, hoping that the Madonna would not try me 
any longer, but would answer my prayer. 

Never shall I forget the joy I experienced as I 
approached her altar, imploring her to come quickly, and 
no*t keep me waiting any longer. A chandelier with 
crystal pendants hung outside the iron railing that 
encloses the sanctuary where the miraculous picture is 
suspended. The sun was beaming brightly athwart the 
crystals, which threw innumerable rainbows in the 
Madonna's chapel, that spread themselves over the satin 
curtain, the alabaster altar, and on the frescoed walls. 

The instant I saw the rainbows I felt they were signs 
that prefigured a promise that I should not be kept waiting 
any longer. And as I knelt before the Madonna's altar, I 
said to her with confidence, "Make haste, make haste, 
Mother, make haste for I was certain she would obtain 
for me the grace I so earnestly craved. 

I took a chair, and placed it close to the altar for a desk, 
and putting my paper and pencils on it, I knelt beside it 
with my eyes closed, the better to behold the interior of 
St. Peter's Bark, which I could now see in my mind's eye 
distinctly, for that wall of stone that had hitherto concealed 
it from me suddenly dissolved as if it had been made of 
the ocean's foam. I was not transported with delight, but 
my soul was filled with peace, while I felt that the Child 
Jesus was restraining Joy for me, so as to keep me quiet 
while I wrote down what I had just conceived. 

My first conception of the interior of St. Peter's Bark 
was that it extended beyond the confines of the universe, 
which rested in it. I realized that the portion I was then 
beholding was like that portion of the terrestrial globe I 
could see if standing on a mountain's peak, as the interior 
3 o.c. 



Digitized by Google 



34 



OUR GOOD COUNSELLOR. 



world has its horizon's verge, and to see beyond it we most 
traverse plains, descend, and then climb again. 

The view I then got of it was ail that I required to fill 
up a gap in the work I was writing, for I had been obliged 
to leave a space in it, and what I then conceived I knew 
would just fit it. I feel it is due to our Lady of Good 
Counsel to give the whole chapter here, as I wrote it out 
beside her altar, on my knees, using for a table an old 
cane chair. It took me several days to write it, for I was 
obliged every day to leave the church at noon. But every 
morning early found me there again, writing at a light- 
ning's pace, without being obliged to think or reflect, or 
to draw upon my imagination in the least. My description 
of it came to me as easily as if I had some one beside me 
dictating every word, or as though I were writing some- 
thing I had learned by heart.* 

* The souls therein described represent the different classes who 
reside in the interior of the Bark. The animals are typical of 
different virtues and characteristics. The eagles are symbols of 
Loyalty. The steeds represent Nobility, and the lions Courage. 
The shepherds are instructors of youth, which is represented by 
their flocks. The gleaners are those toiling religious souls, such as 
the Sisters of Charity and the Little Sisters of the Poor. The bees 
are the poor labouring classes. All of these souls have been 
moulded by the teachings of the Church, and the object of the 
chapter is to show the State the security she would experience if 
Bhe were in union with the Vicar of Christ, acknowledged his spiri- 
tual supremacy, and was surrounded by souls in communion with 
His Church. The water represents affliction. The celestial veil is 
a type of the Blessed Virgin, as is also the mystical rose and the 
morning star. The raging elements are the combined forces of 
Satan and his followers, who try to disseminate vice, uproot dy- 
nasties through ambition and envy, and try to destroy the confi- 
dence we should have in God, His Mother, and His Church. 




OUR GOOD COUNSELLOR. 



35 



CHAPTER XI. 

(Extract from "St. Peter and the Cock.") 

When her Majesty entered the interior of the Bark she 
s3w an angel waiting to conduct her, for the door no sooner 
closed upon her than she found herself in the obscurity of 
a starless night; the only light perceptible was that 
which radiated from the angel's face, and by it alone they 
groped their way, until the soft glimmers of an early 
dawn began breaking in upon them. No sound of human 
Voices or of nature could be heard. Everything was as 
hushed and still as if they had entered the realms of the 
dead. The State, wearied of the stillness, was about to 
speak, but she was startled by the sound of her own 
voice, which rang through the place like the tramp of 
cavalry in an echoing cave. The way soon became rough 
and mountainous, and her Majesty, dreading to climb the 
rugged heights, was about to retreat a few steps, as if the 
better to view them, when the angel seized her hand, and 
pointed to a crevice in the rock, through which a bright 
light could be distinctly seen. As they came nearer to it 
the crevice widened, and when they reached it she found 
a luminous path, and instead of being obliged to climb the 
mountain, it was rent in twain, and held apart by angels' 
hands, for them to pass through it. The train of her 
Majesty's robe had barely swept over the last crag when 
the mountain closed, and a most delicious plain lay before 
her covered with fields of sheaves and waving wheat, in 
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which were numerous gleaners labouring in a sunlight 
that gave a warmth which was not oppressive, and a light 
which did not dazzle by its brightness. 

The State raised her eyes to look at that spiritual sun, 
which she beheld shining through an azure veil woven of 
ethereal mists, and which was held extended over the 
plain by the hands of angela stationed on the distant 
mountain peaks. 

This celestial veil was quadrangular in shape, and its 
long drooping ends lay on the lap of the neighbouring 
hills, until they were moved by the breezes, which, play- 
ing around the mountain tops, sent from the heights 
above a refreshing gale to the labourers in the plain 
beneath. Her Majesty's soul soon partook of the influence 
with which she was surrounded, the very atmosphere 
breathing peace and security. The only noise to be heard 
was the rustling of the sheaves, and the whispering of the 
breeze as it passed by the waving ears of wheat. The 
gleaners seldom raised their eyes and never spoke ; they 
seemed absorbed in thought, as if in the midst of their 
toil they sought to catch the accents of a soft still voice 
that was speaking to their hearts. They were arrayed in 
flowing robes, confined at the waist by mystical girdles, on 
which the sunbeams, gently (ailing through the azured 
veil, made them appear as if their loins were girded with 
the choicest solar rays. 

Each of them carried a cross, but they bore it some one 
way, some another way. Not a few carried theirs like a 
knapsack on their shoulders, others kept theirs suspended 
at their aides, like a sword, while others again wore it in 
the manner of a shield across the breast ; but none were 
seen to draggle them along, or to allow them to touch the 
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ground, for they all carried their own as if it were their 
greatest prize. 

Of a sudden a sound vibrated through the air, like the 
soft tones of a silvery bell. It was the call of Duty. 
The gleaners instantly dropped their sheaves, and with 
rapid pace hastened away, and were soon concealed by the 
neighbouring hills. They no sooner disappeared than the 
sun, too, changed its course, and moved in the direction the 
gleaners had taken, as though its beams were following 
them. The State made an involuntary start, as though she 
too would like to follow, for despite the natural beauty 
of the scene, a sense of loneliness stole over her when 
those who gave it life and animation were gone. 

The gleaners had not observed her Majesty's presence, 
but the angels who had ushered her through the crevice of 
the mountain began whispering the glad tidings through 
every recess of the interior world, which sent a thrill of 
rapture through every soul, and all nature seemed to 
palpitate with joy at the thought that the heart of her 
Majesty the State was about to beat again in unison with 
that of the Church. 

Horses white as snow could now be seen galloping on 
every side from out the recesses of the far-off hills, or 
leaping fearlessly down the rugged heights, while the 
mountains reverberated their neighings, which were 
mingled with the shrill cries of eagles, who were swiftly 
winging their flight towards the State, as if determined 
that Nobility should not outstride Loyalty in devotion 
to her Majesty. The eagles won the day, for they were 
the first to greet the State. After paying her regal 
homage, they soared above her head, where they grouped 
together and formed a most royal canopy, while the 
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steeds took their places in semicircles on either side of 



Stalwart lions then came rushing down the hills, roaring 
as if enraged with shame to he behind the others. After 
crouching at her Majesty's feet, they arose and took their 
stand beside the steeds, beneath the eagles' wings, showing 
that Courage was the willing and natural attendant on 
Loyalty and Nobilxty. 

The State began to feel a sense of security that she 
never before had known, and raising her eyes to heaven in 
token of praise, she beheld the sunbeam darting towards 
her, as if trying to keep pace with the returning gleaners, 
who were advancing hither with rapid strides, accom- 
panied by shepherds and their flocks, which were gam- 
bolling by their side, while the whole welkin rang with a 
strange melody, as if nature sought relief in giving vent 
to joy. 

The eagles first rent the air with their cries, that 
resounded over the plains and through the hills, like the 
first clarion notes of martial music, accompanied by the 
neighing of the steeds and the roaring of the lions ; yet 
there was not a discordant note, for they all breathed in 
harmony, so that the bleating of the lambs could be dis- 
tinctly heard, as also the buzzing, of the bees, advancing 
in swarms, and even the murmurs of the breeze as it 
rushed through the sheaves in its haste to fan the brow of 
her Majesty. 

When the queen bee reached the State, instead of 
alighting at her feet, it flew directly in her face, where it 
placed a drop of honey on her Majesty's lips, that brought 
a blush of pleasure to her cheeks, for she felt that the 
queen bee had given her the sweet kiss of peace. 
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The bees then formed, beyond the shepherds and their 
flocks, a circular platform, at the end of which gradually 
arose, as one bee alighted upon the other, a high impreg- 
nable wall that in the soft sunlight appeared of solid gold. 
Her Majesty's attention was drawn from them to the 
shepherds and gleaners, who, as thejft approached her, 
bowed before her without uttering a word, but the tears 
of joy that sparkled in their eyes expressed more elo- 
quently than words their devotion and loyalty. Her 
attention for awhile was so absorbed in them that she did 
not perceive how the bees were hovering about her person, 
forming themselves in beautiful devices on her robes and 
clustering around her waist, until they formed as it were 
a breast-plate of gold. As soon as she perceived them she 
was afraid to move, lest a tremor might drive them away, 
but placing her hand down gently upon them, as if to 
caress them, she discovered they clung to her robes as 
though they had been woven in with the threads. 

Never had she felt herself arrayed more royally, never 
had her beauty appeared more dazzling, never until now 
had she felt herself more the queen. Around her she 
beheld the gleaners, with eyes cast downwards, listening 
to catch once more the sound of the soft still voice, and 
she tried to silence the beatings of her own heart in hopes 
of hearing it herself, when it instantly spoke to her, and 
told her why the bees were there, and her Majesty burst 
into tears, such as she never before had shed : they were 
the generous and grateful outpourings of her heart towards 
the hard labouring poor who belonged to the fold of Christ, 
for she then saw them about her person as God intended 
they should dwell. They were to be her platform, her 
fortifications, her breast- plate, and embroidery. Her own 
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virtues were to be her diadem, and her nobility should be 
her canopy, her watch towers, and her cavalry. That a 
true nobility would never prevent those to whom the 
State owed her protection and support from hovering 
around her person, and sharing with them the happiness 
of expressing in her presence their patriotism and loyalty; 
for though they could not show it in their plumage, their 
equipages, and bearings, yet it was just as genuine in 
their hearts as in those that beat under ail that gorgeous 
panoply. 

The State remained for a few moments wrapt in her 
sense of security, when the sunbeams gradually withdrew 
as a cloud arose from beneath the horizon's verge, and 
floated towards them until it reached the edge of the 
celestial veil, where it halted, as if to bid defiance to 
peace, order, and security. Instantly there darted from it 
flashes of lightning resembling the fangs of serpents, 
which were as quickly followed by peals of deafening 
thunder. There came another flash, and then a sound as 
of the rushing of many waters* pouring down the hills like 
endless cataracts into the plain. 

The eagles spread their wings with a tremulous flutter, 
as if eager to protect their charge, while the bees knit 
themselves closer together so as to make a more compact 
mass. The horses and lions separated into battalions; 
some of them rallied in closer array round her Majesty, 
while the rest scaled the wall and sprang down before it, 
so as to break the force of the water when it came dash- 
ing against it. The shepherds and gleaners seized their 
crosses, as passengers would life preservers when their 
ship has been struck at sea, while their flocks looked up to 

• Afflictions, scourges, misfortunes. 
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them confidingly, as if conscious that no harm would 
overtake them when their guardians were near. 

For a moment the State felt they must all be sub- 
merged by the waters that came pouring down like gulf 
streams in every direction, but when she beheld the calm 
look of confiding trust depicted on the features of those 
about her, her momentarily slumbering faith awoke amidst 
the din of the storm, and she arose to meet the hurricane 
resplendent in majesty, as she stood with head erect, 
bidding defiance to the scourge of empires, from her trust 
in God. 

The plain that was spread before them was now flooded, 
but the platform on which her Majesty stood arose like a 
ship above it, and kept rising higher and higher until the 
mountain tops were submerged. The water could then be 
seen splashing here and there above the walls, like waves 
against a rugged granite shore, when suddenly the State 
and her cortege were enveloped in the deepest gloom, and 
their ears were deafened by the violence of the waves, 
which gave vent to their rage in deep moans, chafing 
impotently in presence of a power able to resist them, 
while the only light that could be seen was that which 
flashed from the eyes of the eagles, stationed like watch 
towers above the wall 

Though the platform on which her Majesty stood began 
to rock and sway to and fro, it never for an instant tottered. 
The State then sat down to rest in a reclining posture 
with the security of a child in its cradle when rocked 
by its mother, and the roaring winds resounded in her 
ears like the lullaby of childhood's days. Feeling weary, 
she closed her eyes and dropped to sleep, and slept peace- 
fully until the platform ceased to rock. She then awoke, 
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and beheld the sun shining, and the golden walls that the 
bees had formed crumbling, and forming little mounds 
like hives upon the sea, where they danced for a time 
upon the waves, and then scattered, to wing their flight 
upwards until they alighted on the celestial veil, which 
then appeared bespangled with stars at midday. 

Her Majesty awaking gazed about her, and saw that 
her cortege had dispersed, some of her attendants appear- 
ing even to have floated miles away. There was no land 
in sight, and the waters suddenly lay down, as though 
they had seen their God and were afraid, and every living 
thing that was moving on their surface became breathlessly 
still. The gleaners were kneeling on their crosses, and 
were leaning over looking into the water, as her Majesty 
had seen St. Peter's children do on the deck of his Bark, 
and for the first time she became conscious that she too 
had been all the while upon a cross. She instantly knelt 
down upon it, and following the example of the rest, she 
gazed fixedly on the water, when her whole soul became 
suddenly transfixed, for deep down beneath the placid sur- 
face of the sea she saw a figure which she knew could be 
no other than the Sun of the inner world, the Son of Man 
Himself. She had not been able to distinguish it before 
on account of its excessive brightness, even as it shone 
through the azure veil; but in the water she could behold 
it as through a glass darkly, and her soul became so 
enraptured with its transcendant beauty, that, clasping her 
hands in adoration, she exclaimed, " My Lord and my 
*God !" It was the first time her soul had ever tasted real 
delight in rendering homage to her Maker, and while 
gazing in ecstasy upon her Sovereign's features, her atten- 
tion was attracted to the veil that was reflected in the 
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water, with the bees clinging to it, which in the sky 
appeared bespangled with stars: but in the water they 
looked like tiny mirrors, in each of which could be seen 
reflected the face of God ; and she heard a low voice, as 
though the depths of the ocean whispered to her, and said, 
" You can always see My face ia the grateful smile that 
comes from the poor man's heart." 

As she continued to gaze upon it her soul was seized 
with an irrepressible longing to approach her God, and 
forgetting everything else, she was about to plunge into 
the mighty deep, when her hand was seized by her guar- 
dian angel, whose touch aroused her to the fact that the 
face she therein beheld was but a faint shadow of the 
Divinity itself. Raising her eyes to heaven in the hope 
of seeing it there more distinctly, she beheld the celestial 
veil draping itself around the God-like figure, and the 
light gradually decreasing, as does the sunshine at the 
close of a bright summer's day, and as the veil wrapt 
itself around Him the surface of the waters moved, as if 
by a gentle breeze, which wafted forward those who were 
reposing on the bosom of the deep ; and angels could be 
seen trying to arouse them, for like wearied children on a 
journey, they had fallen asleep. 

The day declined, and the night came on in proportion 
as the veil wrapt itself round the divine figure, and 
kept draping itself about Him more and more, as if moved 
by the wings of the gentlest wind, until at length it was 
finished, and was fastened to His breast by a flaming heart, 
which made it appear like the Godhead clothed in the 
stars, that vied with each other in shining ; some of them 
shot forth meteoric rays, still the burning heart was as 
distinctly discerned among the stellar rays, and the 
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beauteous outlines of the divine face could be dimly seen 
through the spangled YeiL 

Her Majesty then observed that they were rapidly 
approaching an undulating shore, over which shone what 
appeared in the distance to be an illuminated rose, by the 
rays of which the far-off landscape could be distinctly seen, 
as it lighted up the tops of the snow-capped peaks and 
also the face of the waters. All drowsiness now fled 
from every eyelid, as they watched that mystical rose 
descending to the earth, which it no sooner touched than 
it was concealed by the distant hills, and then appeared 
like a wandering star hastening through the vales to meet 
the wearied travellers when they reached the shore. 

The State arose, and stood upon the cross that was 
bearing her along, hoping by advancing one step to be 
able to draw that mysterious light nearer to her, when 
suddenly from behind a neighbouring cliff appeared, with 
a meek and smiling grace, a lovely maiden enrobed in all 
the insignia of royalty, accompanied by a train of angels. 
A moment more and they reached the shore, where the 
Virgin Mother and Queen was surrounded by her children, 
whom she greeted with a joyful smile. By a simple and 
almost childlike gesture of her hand she signalled the 
royal cortege to withdraw, when the eagles, started in a 
rapid flight towards the mountain crests, while the lions 
and horses ranged themselves like sentinels along the 
strand ; but the bees that had not alighted on the celestial 
veil nestled beneath the Virgin's train, making it appear 
as if it were lined with the most lustrous gems; while 
the gleaners and shepherds, followed by their flocks, 
wended their way through circuitous paths, leaving the 
State under the protection of the Queen of Heaven. 
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The State no sooner felt the benign influence of that 
maternal protection than her bosom was filled with a 
doable sense of security, which, had she not experienced, 
she never could have believed existed on earth for a being 
who wielded a sceptre and wore a crown. 

Already she had experienced the joy of a soul reconciled 
with its God, but knowing the instability of her character, 
she was now drawn towards Him with a deeper and more 
tenderly grateful devotion, when she found He had given 
her a refuge from His wrath, and raising her eyes to 
heaven in token of thanks, she beheld the divinity in 
starry array, far above the highest mountain's top, watch- 
ing over the night. Falling at the Virgin Queen's feet, 
she besought her with all the earnestness of an impatient 
child imploring its mother to take it in her arms and bear 
it to its father leagues away. The Queen of Heaven 
threw upon her a look of tenderness, which as much as 
said, " Patience, dear child, and I will lead yon to Him." 
Filled with confidence, the State arose, still clinging to 
the Virgin's robes, for fear of losing her, and missing her 
way, and so perhaps never reaching Him whom her soul 
Bought, for she felt that every step she took beside her 
was leading her nearer to Him. 

After crossing hillocks and passing through winding 
paths, they reached the vale that the wearied called their 
resting place, for they had no spot on earth they called 
their own. They lived here below like exiles, who were 
longing for their King to call them to their country and 
their home. 

The Virgin Queen went softly through this silent vale as 
ft mother passes through a chamber where her babes are 
sleeping. At length they reached a bower where a group 
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of wearied exiles lay reposing, their heads resting upon 
stones. The angels with their wings brought the grape 
vines low, and the Queen of Heaven leaning over, took 
the brimming fruit, out of which the juice oozed at 
the slightest touch, and placed it to her children's lips. 
Leaving the bower, they traversed an open space, and 
found others resting on a cliff, sipping honey from the 
honeycomb, which projected out of the crevices of the 
rocks. The drops that fell from their lips the bees them- 
selves gathered up and placed on their famished lips 
again. For those who could not reach the crevices out 
of whith the honey flowed, because they were lying with 
their heads too low, the angels gathered moss and brought 
it to the Queen of Heaven, who placed it under their 
heads to raise them, as a mother would a pillow for her 
children in their cradle. Passing thence, they came to a 
lonely mound, where they found others lying with their 
lips to the ground, out of which the slightest pressure 
drew most delicious dew, that tasted like the sweetest 
milk coming out of the bosom of the earth. The hea- 
venly Queen left with them a cohort of angels to cover 
them with their wings. They then began ascending a 
steep and rugged height. The State did not feel wearied, 
for her whole being was filled with a sweet repose, and 
she felt borne upwards by an unseen force, as though she 
were carried in her mother's arms. Before they reached 
the top they found it covered with eternal snows, on 
which exhausted travellers lay, trying to refresh their 
wearied souls. The icicles that hung above them, melted 
by the contact of their breath, and trickled down in drops 
of crystal water on their lips, parched with an unquench- 
able thirst. The angels stationed themselves about them, 
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fanning them with their wings, while the heavenly Mother 
and her Majesty the State retraced their steps until they 
were midway down the steep, where they paused on a 
rock that projected out of the mountain's side, around 
whose cragged edges the eagles had built their nests. 
The State no sooner touched that rock than she felt that 
it was henceforth to be her throne, her couch, her place 
of rest, and she threw herself upon it with a lighter heart 
than she had ever done on beds of down. 

The Mother Maid then apparently withdrew, and the 
State, looking round her to see where she had gone, espied 
the eaglets peeping through the eagles' wings, as if ten- 
derly watching over her, like infant sentinels ready to cry 
at the approach of danger. Raising her eyes, she fixed 
them in adoration on the figure of the Godhead suspended 
in the firmament, and her heart began beating wildly, for 
she felt He was approaching her. She instantly arose, 
sank on her knees, and bowed her head ; but raising her 
eyes again, anguish filled her soul, for she saw the figure 
of the Divinity descending as if He had passed her by 
without a thought, and she now beheld Him far below 
her moving through the vale, letting His flaming Heart 
shine in the bowers, throwing its light and heat upon the 
snow-capped hills, then letting it fail again, where it 
beamed on the rocky couches where the weary exiles lay. 

As its rays fell upon their faces they lighted up with 
smiles, as if while sleeping their hearts kept vigil, and 
were conscious of the presence of their heavenly King. 
Her Majesty the State now watched with almost breath- 
less longing every motion of that Heart, yet it turned not 
towards her, and she felt abandoned and alone, and her 
own heart began to sink within her, as though it were 
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clenched by an inexorable hand, for her many crimes arose 
suddenly before her, and seemed to form an eternal barrier 
between her and that for which her soul most craved. It 
had never before been given her to feel the extent of her 
iniquities, and as they one by one passed in rapid review 
before her, she thought of the example the Queen of 
Heaven had just given her when she saw her watching 
over her children, and that recollection smote her to the 
heart's core, for her own behaviour towards them had 
been so unlike it. Instead of tendering them a helping 
hand to procure them a shelter and strengthening food, 
she had hewn down the grape vines to their very roots,, 
and torn with ruthless hands the honey from out of the 
rocks, and had thrown hot ashes on the bosom of the earth 
to dry its milk, and with burning lava melted down the 
cooling heights where they were wont to lie to refresh 
themselves. "Yes, yes," a loud voice echoed through 
her ears, "you have done all this when you tried to 
usurp My kingdom upon earth, and destroy the channels 
through which these graces flow* And you even tried to 
strip My children of their virginal robes, and send them 
blushing through the streets." As these words resounded 
through her soul her tears like torrents flowed, and she 
wrung her hands in despair, fearing that her crimes had 
separated her for ever from her God, whom she now 
beheld traversing the earth, as if His delight was to dwell 
among the children of men. Her grief was now so poignant 
that it seemed greater than she could bear, when through 
her tears she chanced to spy, winding its way around a 
distant snow-capped peak, that hallowed light that had 
welcomed them as they approached the shore. "Mary 
Mother ! Mary Mother I" instinctively she cried, like a 
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sobbing child* No sooner were those sweet words echoed 
through the vale than that light shone on her Majesty's 
face, and her tears were dried. But a shade of disappoint- 
ment passed over her again, for she no longer beheld the 
Divine figure in the vale. She wondered, too, whence 
came so suddenly those benign rays with which she 
was surrounded, for everything about the rock on which 
she knelt could be distinctly seen. She saw the eaglets 
holding up their heads with sparkling eyes, as though 
they had suddenly been filled with joy, and they forced a 
smile from her sorrow-stricken face. Wearied with 
watching, longing, and weeping, she leaned over as if to 
lie down upon the rock again, and her head sank heavily, 
not on the hard cold stone, but on a downy texture. 
She shrank not, neither did she speak, but her heart 
melted within her, and overflowed with joy, as she nestled 
her head in her pillow, which she knew was the God- 
head's feet. 

All weariness instantly forsook her, and a preternatural 
strength took its place, yet she durst not move, fearing 
that her Beloved might escape her. Slowly and softly 
she withdrew her sceptre, which she had concealed in her 
bosom, and tried to place it beneath His feet. Gladly 
would she have given it in exchange for such a resting 
place, but the sceptre cleaved to her hand like a gift that 
God Himself had given her, and one too that He wished 
her to retain. At that same instant a flood of light burst 
through her soul, and the whole divine plan of governing 
the universe was laid bare before her, like the instan- 
taneous solving of some great mysterious problem, and 
for the first time she could fully realize the superiority of 
the jurisdiction of the Vicar of Christ over her own* It 
4 g.c. 
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was then clear to her that her sovereignty was not a posi- 
tion whose height could take her out of obedience to the 
Church's teachings, and yet she was as much bound by 
them as the meanest of her subjects, and she humbly 
bowed to the divine dispensation, for she shuddered at the 
very thought of ever having dared to usurp the power of 
the Vicar of Him at whose feet she now lay, and of having 
put herself up as the source of spiritual jurisdiction, thus 
trying to make Christ's authority subordinate to her own, 
and dictating to it as though it were her servant instead 
of her Lord. 

The roots were now laid bare before her, out of which 
spring the discords and dissensions that desolate empires 
and shake the stability of thrones, and she felt that with 
her own hands she had been fostering those roots by lead- 
ing her subjects into barren lands, and forcing them to 
feed on husks and brambles, which, instead of engendering 
in their souls Loyalty, Devotion, Industry, and Courage, 
had sown the seeds in them of treason, rebellion, sen- 
suality, and sloth. Yet in spite of her keen remorse a 
sweet peace had taken possession of her soul. She felt 
that she had offended a King whose majesty and power 
were only surpassed by His goodness, and that He was 
now offering her forgiveness in proportion to her guilt. 
She no longer regarded her sovereignty as a special favour 
of the divine will, accompanied as it was with its inevit- 
able train of temptations and responsibilities, but realized 
that the beggar standing at her gate was more an object 
of envy than herself, if he but possessed the knowledge 
and love of God, his indigence shielding him from the 
almost irresistible allurements that beset the paths of 
royalty. 
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While these thoughts rushed through her mind the 
celestial veil began spreading itself again as a gauze-like 
canopy over the mountain tops athwart the valley, but no 
sunbeams were shining through it, and the bees, too, had 
flown away. The State's attention was attracted by the 
veil, and raising her head she looked about her in dismay, 
for her Lord had left her as silently and as mysteriously 
as He had come. But His visit had strengthened and con- 
soled her, and though He had hid Himself from her, she 
felt that He had not abandoned nor forgotten her, and she 
placed her ear closer to the rock, hoping to hear His soft 
still voice, instead of which she heard a murmuring 
through the air as of all nature moaning, when, quick as 
the lightning flash, the eagles left their nests and soared 
above her, apparently conscious of the approaching danger. 
Athwart the veil could now be seen a livid light, like that 
which glows from volcanic flames. That light was quickly 
followed by streams of Are, whose course seemed directed 
towards the rock on which she stood, but the veil bade 
defiance to the flames lurking about it on every side, until 
their force was spent by their efforts to consume it. The 
fire no sooner ceased to burn than the elements seemed to 
shriek with rage that their strongest force should have 
been defeated by a piece of gauze. The State heard 
once more the weird sound of the ocean's roar, when 
lashed by furious gales that dash its waves against a rock- 
bound coast, and she saw the waters rushing over the veil, 
as if those torrents that had already tried to destroy her 
were returning to their mighty bed, hoping to submerge 
her on their way. 

The souls that lay sleeping in the valley and on the 
snowy mountain tops appeared not to heed it; although 



Digitized by Google 



52 



QUE GOOD COUNSELLOR. 



the billows surging over the celestial veil caused # the earth 
to rock, still it waked them not. 

The floods had hardly swept over the gauzy firmament 
than avalanches of trees, and stones, and earth, came 
dashing down upon it as though the mountains had been 
uprooted and hurled upon it. Still the veil drooped not, 
while around the margins of the rocks panthers were 
shriekingfWd wolves howling, and every conceivable kind 
of ferocious beast was trying to* rend it with their claws 
and teeth, but not one thread of it could they break. The 
State beheld it with an unflinching trust and steadfast 
gaze, until she saw hydra-headed serpents darting for- 
ward, trying to pierce the veil, and then a tremor shook 
her frame, yet she did not doubt, but pressed her lips 
more closely to the rock, and whispered, " Mary Mother, 
protect thy State !" Instantly the veil was shaken ; the 
mountains were hurled back, and fell with a deafening 
crash upon those who had tried to throw them on her ; 
the howlings of the beasts were hushed, the serpents' 
heads were crushed, and the veil itself disappeared, 
as if it had been quietly folded up and put away by an 
unseen hand. 

The valley was then lighted up by a morning star, that 
shone like a halo on the brows of the snow-capped peaks, 
and as it fell on the majestic figure of the State it gave 
her a supernatural mien. She no sooner beheld its spark- 
ling rays than her lips ejaculated the angel's words, 
"Hail Mary !" They rang through the air and thrilled the 
hearts of the sleepers, like the joyful reveille falling upon 
the ears of victorious soldiers. They instantly arose, 
made the sign of the cross, and buckled on their armour, 
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like ready warriors, and turning towards the star, they 
too burst forth u Hail Mary !" 

These words pealed through the valley and were re- 
echoed by the adjacent hills, as though nature were 
offering up a hymn of praise to the Virgin Mary. Her 
Majesty then observed that the hills and the valleys in 
the interior world were covered with a dew that spread 
itself over them like a gossamer veil studded with opals 
and orient pearls, and as the light fell upon it it dissolved 
and inflamed like the sweetest of incense rising from the 
bosom of the earth, beneath which could be heard a soft 
harmonious strain, the breathing of Gratitude, for the 
dew was its breath. The State required no interpreter 
to tell her what that dew meant, for it exudes from virtue 
and truth as naturally as the rose and the lily exhale 
their scent; and it is to the Creator the sweetest of 
incense, and the soul's most precious perfume. As it 
gushes out of love it is the soul's music too, that should 
always accompany prayer ; for prayer without it grates 
upon our Saviour's ears, and is distasteful to Him : but 
prayer accompanied with gratitude is so divinely sweet 
that it captivates and ravishes the Heart of God Himself. 

The State quite forgot herself watching the dew, and 
listening to the joyful melody that those words, " Hail 
Mary," were still echoing through the valley. As the 
dew dissolved it arose in flames that were carried swiftly 
upward, where they united in a body, and formed a 
softly-tinted crystal canopy, suspended over the valley in 
the shape of a scallop shell, the emblem of Candour and 
Sincerity, the sounding board for Gratitude's symphony. 
Averting her gaze from it, she began watching the move- 
ments of those in the valley, who appeared to be adorning 
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themselves for a wedding ; she looked steadily upon them 
until she was startled by a soft still voice that hailed her, 
saying, "My Lady of Victories, make haste to the 
wedding." 

Looking around her, she hoped to behold Him whom 
she had heard address her by so beautiful a title. Yet 
she saw Him not, but could see the inhabitants of the 
interior world descending the hills, as if they too were 
searching for their God, who had hidden from them. The 
star now wended its way towards the east, and seemed 
to have changed its course in order to meet the sun 
that was rising; and the State, now taking the lead, was 
followed by the rest, who were keeping their eyes fixed 
on the star, as though it were the only guide to the God 
they were seeking. They had not gone far before they 
came to a vast open plain carpeted with violets and 
lilies of the valley. In the centre lay a triangular stone, 
on which was a tabernacle, whose pinnacle was lost to 
the sight on account of a cloud of incense that over- 
shadowed it. They no sooner entered the plain than the 
star appeared to stay, as if waiting for them to come up 
with it, but before they could reach it it set in the folds of 
the curtain that hung before the tabernacle, where it 
nestled for a moment, and then disappeared from their 
gaze. The State became anxious, fearing that the light 
of the star was spent, and they might lose their way, 
when, casting her eyes about her, she saw her companions 
had already preceded her, and were hovering around the 
tabernacle, like famished doves waiting to be fed. 

The State hastened to join them, and sinking on her 
knees, she took a place beside them at that table where 
no distinction of rank is made. Still He whom she sought 
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did not come, and she wondered why her Lord tarried, 
when, raising her eyes, she beheld St. Peter in regal robes, 
and her heart lighted up, for she hoped he had come to 
withdraw the curtain, and open the door of the tabernacle, 
because she knew that He whom her soul was then burn- 
ing to see was hidden within it. The most profound 
Bilence now everywhere reigned; not a breath could be 
heard amidst their anxious longings, when suddenly she 
beheld the hidden God appear to offer Himself up as a 
living sacrifice for her iniquities. It moved her heart so 
that she was about to burst into tears, as she asked God's 
pardon in the name of the Victim ; but her tears flowed 
not, because her soul was relieved, for she felt the sacrifice 
was accepted, and that her heart was clean. Calvary now 
could no longer be seen, and the State's heart panted with 
delight as she saw St. Peter withdraw the curtain and take 
up the key to open the door of the tabernacle, which he 
had no sooner done than he bowed his knee before the 
Lord of Hosts, who now came forth like the morning sun 
arrayed in glory. 

He was robed in that mystical veil which had been 
spread in the firmament over the valley, and on His head 
reposed that morning star that was dissolving like a dew- 
drop, diffusing the sweetest fragrance over His whole 
body, while the light that shone from His Sacred Person 
pierced the veil like liquid rays, penetrating the souls of 
those who were gathered around the table, as though their 
hearts had been transformed into celestial tabernacles, and 
were ready to receive Him. 

The State tried to taste those liquid rays that now fell 
upon her as though she were kneeling beneath a crystal 
fountain, but she had first to throw herself down and press 
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her lips close to the triangular stone before she could taste 
them, when one drop sufficed to inebriate her so that she 
wished the rock might open to receive her, for in its 
polished surface she could see that face again she had seen 
reflected in the water, and in her rapture she believed if 
the rock could but open she could seize it, and then it 
could never again hide itself from her. How long she 
remained there she never knew, but raising her head as if 
trying again to seize those liquid rays before they fell on 
the triangular stone, she saw the tabernacle was closed, 
that St. Peter and those who had accompanied her had 
gone, and the angels were stationed on the mountain's 
peaks, holding the corners of that mystical veil that was 
then extended over the plain, while the Son of Man was 
shining through it, as though He were watching over her 
alone, and the affections of her heart were dearer to 
Him than the natural government of worlds. 

As this consoling truth was penetrating her soul, shouts 
of victory rent the air, and turning to see whence they 
came, she saw a beauteous Queen borne rapidly along 
on a triumphal car, drawn by a royal band of heroes, 
and followed by the inhabitants of the interior world, 
who were carrying garlands, and making the welkin 
ring with shouts of victory. The State wondered who 
this favourite Queen could be, and as the car approached 
her, so that she could view it closely, a secret envy 
took possession of her soul, for she felt the ascendancy 
of a rival power, and realized that there was a sovereign 
in the interior world to whom she must bow in silent awe, 
and that she held an empire there over which she, the 
State, could never have control, for as she was borne 
rapidly along she looked as though every being must do 
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her homage. Passing by her Majesty the State, she 
never paused or even glanced towards her, but stood 
immoveable, as if indifferent to love or hate, praise or 
blame, loyalty or treason; for the stability of her 
kingdom does not. rest on the caprices of fortune, but upon 
a power she possesses within her soul. The glittering 
jewels that sparkled in her crown were emblems of the 
different triumphs and victories she had won, and around 
her shone a majesty and dignity that surpassed in beauty 
anything the State had ever yet beheld. She carried no 
sceptre ; her hands were clasped together, and from them 
listlessly hung a scapular and a rosary, as a victorious 
warrior might carry his weapons and armour after the 
struggle was over. 

The State, forgetting her dignity, followed the car with 
hasty steps until it came to a sudden halt before a door 
which as it opened was concealed by incense, as the Queen 
was lifted from her triumphal car by angels, who bore 
her through it. As the door closed the incense dispersed, 
and the State beholding it, again rushed impetuously 
towards it, and rapping loudly, begged them to open it for 
her as she wished to enter. Directly above her head 
another door opened, and St. Peter bending over, offered 
her Majesty his hand. 

" St. Peter," she exclaimed, " who is that beauteous 
Queen that outrivals me so in the hearts of the inhabitants 
of the interior world ? I envy her such a triumph." 

" Madam," replied St. Peter, " that was one of the 
Little Sisters of the Poor, and the triumph you refer to is, 
Death swallowed up in Victory." 
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CHAPTER XII. 



San Pio. 



When the church was closed, I passed the time strolling 
outside the walls of the old city, in which, four hundred 
years ago, Our Lady of Good Counsel took her abode. 
She chose a spot where she has never had a rival, for the 
only thing of interest in the city of Genazzano is the 
Madonna. 

When you have passed through the deserted Colonna 
palace, you are outside the walls, where a most beautiful 
landscape breaks upon the view. Directly in front of you 
is an eicher grove of centuries growth ; fertile valleys can 
be seen on either side, interlacing mounts covered with 
grape vines and olive trees ; the ground you tread is car- 
peted with wild flowers of every hue, whilst here and there 
a solitary cypress can be seen, and the arches of the ivy- 
grown aqueduct falling into ruin form picturesque frames 
for the surrounding landscape. There never was a spot 
more fitted for meditation. As I strolled along, my heart 
filled with gratitude to the Madonna for having answered 
my prayer, I came to an abandoned monastery falling into 
ruin. Its vineyard was overgrown with weeds, and the 
only appearance of life it gave was the swallows twittering 
around its broken eaves. 

This deserted monastery is known as San Pio. It is so 
situated that it has a commanding view of the whole 
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country, and it there appeared amidst the beauteous 
scenes that surrounded it, like a solitary waste longing for 
a generous hand to come and weed out its vineyard, repair 
its ruins, and restore it to its pristine beauty. 

As I turned to leave it, I chanced to see set in its 
ancient front a new white marble slab, that seemed to light 
up the ruin with a smile, as if its longings to be restored 
were soon to be gratified. On this newly polished slab 
was inscribed : 

LIBERA PBOPBIETA 
DI P. PATBIZIO GLYNN 
DI LIMERICK IRLANDA. 
MDCCCLXXX. 

I was afterwards told that the Rev. Patrick Glynn was 
an Augustinian, the Prior of Santa Maria in Posterula. 
He had purchased the property, intending to restore it, to 
found there an Irish Augustinian college. 

When I left Genazzano, I kissed the altar of the 
Madonna, as I thanked her with all my heart for all that 
she had done for me. When we passed through the gate 
of the city, I threw a glance towards San Pio, and prayed 
St. Patrick to help restore the ruin, for I felt the Madonna 
intended St. Patrick should be one of the silent co-operators 
in the work. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 



After my visit to Genazzano I attended Mass every 
morning at the Pauline chapel, and would frequently go to 
the Vatican to ask advice or instruction of the curate, or 
some of the other priests whom I knew there. For when- 
ever I believed the Madonna gave me an idea while pray- 
ing before her picture, I would usually go and ask some 
experienced confessor if it were all right, for I wished to 
be certain that I had not been deluded by the devil before 
I put it in my book, because I wished my work to be 
theologically correct before I placed it in the hands of the 
censor. But my frequent visits to the Vatican began to 
excite suspicion, because I would often go to thank the 
Madonna, after the Pauline was closed, for something I 
firmly believed she had taught me in the morning. No 
one ever knew this, for I would lurk around the Camera 
JRegia until there was no danger of being surprised, then I 
would slip behind the curtain that is suspended before the 
chapel door, and thank the Madonna by the keyhole, I 
knew she could hear me, and see me there, just as well as 
if I were inside. 

It sometimes happened that I would have my patience 
tried while I was standing there, for I would no sooner get 
behind the curtain than one of the guard, or some one else, 
would come in the hall, and I would usually remain there 
motionless until they left. One time a guard kept me 
there a whole hour* At length, getting desperate, and 
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seeing his back was turned towards the curtain, I came 
out softly from behind it, and got as far as the centre of 
the Camera Begia before he espied me, when he threw me 
a sharp glance, then looked around, and glanced upwards 
as though he imagined I might hare come down through 
the frescoed ceiling. 

Several weeks passed in this way, when I was told one 
day by a prelate that the guard had been watching me, 
and were disedified seeing a lady make such frequent and 
long visits to the Vatican, and none of them could tell 
half of the time where I went to, and all sorts of evil 
things had been surmised. He advised me not to go there 
again, for a complaint had been made to the Holy Father, 
and the probability was if I attempted some day to enter 
the Vatican, I would be prevented by the guard. I was 
so choked with tears when I heard those words that I 
could hardly reply to thank the prelate for informing me 
of the fact. I knew he had done so to spare me the 
mortification of being stopped by the guard ; and it was a 
great sacrifice for me to make to leave our Lady of Good 
Counsel's shrine, where I had obtained so many favours, 
and which was only five minutes walk from my door. I 
instantly started for the church of our Lady of Peace, but 
finding it closed I went to St. Augustine's, weeping all 
the way. I had hardly said a prayer before our Lady of 
Good Counsel's picture there, when I saw the curate of 
the Vatican enter the sacristy. I went in and told him 
what I had heard. He was surprised that I knew any- 
thing about it, but when I told him I was afraid to go into 
the Vatican again, he said to me, " You can come when- 
ever you like, as the Holy Father has had an investigation 
made; he never judges any one hastily. The guard have 
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received orders not to molest you in any way." And the 
curate added that I must come, or others might suspect I 
was obliged to keep away. 

I followed the curate's advice for a while,, but stopped 
going there and thanking the Madonna by the keyhole, 
for I knew it was that that had created all the suspicion, 
because it was only then the guards were not able to trace 
me. The knowledge I was an object of suspicion made 
me feel so uncomfortable every time I entered the Vatican 
that in spite of the curate's advice I resolved to go there 
as seldom as possible. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

One morning, on leaving St. Peter's by the sacristy, I 
entered a little church in Campo Santo. After assisting 
at a part of a Mass, I was surprised to find I had been 
praying before a picture of our Lady of Good Counsel. It 
was a small old faded paper picture, that was soiled and 
badly scorched. Its history was written beneath it in 
Italian and German. A baker one day, in cleaning his 
shop, swept it up with some refuse and threw it in the fire, 
but the picture came out of the flames, and the baker 
picked it up and threw it in again. He had hardly done 
so than it came out of the oven again unburned. He then 
took it up, and seeing it was a picture of the Madonna, he 
had it carefully preserved. 

While I was invoking our Lady of Good Counsel before 
it, I had a larger conception of the interior of St. Peter's 
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Bark again. I felt it was a happy surprise our Lady had 
given me that morning, to remunerate me for having 
suffered on account of my devotion to her. I was beside 
myself with joy, because it was just the grace I then 
required to go on with my work, for I wished to show the 
world the different ships of state, as they were seen by 
God, His Mother, the angels, and the saints, and what 
those states might become if their rulers would but honour 
the Mother of God and foster Catholic education. 

I hastened home to write, but the heat in my room was 
so intense I could not write there, so I took paper and 
a pencil, and went back to the church intending to write 
there, but found it closed. I had a medal of Our Lady of 
Good Counsel around my neck, which had been blest by 
Pius IX., and had touched the miraculous picture in 
Genazzano. I said to the Madonna, as I kissed her medal : 
« We will go into St. Peter's, and I am sure you will help 
me there." I then entered St. Peter's, and hid myself as 
well as I could by a confessional, and had hardly invoked 
the Madonna's help while gazing upon her medal, than 
the whole scene presented itself before me again as real 
as life, and I wrote another scene for my work, with the 
same facility as I had down by the altar of Our Lady of 
Good Counsel in Genazzano.* 

* See " St. Peter and the Cook, a Tale for the end of the Nine- 
teenth Century." Published by Richardson and Son, 23, King 
Edward Street, City, London ; and Derby. 
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CHAPTER XV. 



I went regularly to St. Peter's to write, after I had been 
to the little church in Campo Santo, and invoked the aid 
of Our Lady of Good Counsel, and continued to do so until 
August, when I finished the work entitled " St. Peter and 
the Cock." I instantly put the manuscript into the censor's 
hands, to decide if it should be published or not. Then all 
my courage failed me, for I knew no consideration of the 
anguish it would cost me if he condemned it would affect 
his opinion in the least, and that he would be merciless if 
he thought its publication would be of no service to 
religion ; I also knew that an adverse opinion would be the 
ruin of my future reputation as a Catholic writer, for how- 
ever much he was famed for his severity, he was not less 
disinguished for being a most reliable authority, and I 
began to prepare my soul for a humiliation ; I then feared 
it was only for that, that God had sent me to Borne to 
write the work. I firmly believed it was God's will that I 
should write it ; but I was just as sanguine it was His 
will that I should not publish it unless it was approved by 
competent ecclesiastical authority. 

I was once directed for a short time by a Paulist Father 
in New York, who told me that " The immediate means 
for the sanctification of the soul, is fidelity to the inspirations 
of the Holy Ghost The criterion that we are led by the in- 
spirations of the Holy Ghost is, filial obedience to the divine 
external authority of the Church" It is fourteen years 
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since I have Been that father, bat I never forgot his 
words, and I write them here to show him, — for I hope he 
will one daj read these pages, — that the seed of truth sown 
in my mind was not entirely wasted. 

As the censor of my manuscript was a man very much 
occupied, for he belonged to the Consistory, the Congrega- 
tion of the Holy Office, etc., it took him several weeks to 
examine it. When at length he finished it, he called on 
me, and looked very stern. I said to him : " Pray, give 
me your opinion.'* 

" It is a work of merit," he replied, drily, " very on- 
ginal; I believe it will do good." 

My heart leaped with joy, but I wondered how any 
man could come and give a poor little woman such an 
opinion, and . at the same time look so grave. 

He added, "The work, however, is not complete." 
And he advised me to write another chapter : but in order 
to do so research must be made to find out how the matter 
had been treated in the earlier ages of the Church, for I 
was thoroughly ignorant of it, not quite understanding 
what the censor thought my work still required to make 
it complete. He told me he would make the required 
search for me, and bring his notes to me to serve me for 
guide. 

I waited several days for him to bring them, my im- 
patience meantime being so great that I could neither eat 
nor sleep, and I passed nearly all my time in visiting the 
churches. One morning, as I was praying before the little 
scorched picture of Our Lady of Good Counsel, in the 
church of Our Lady of Mercy, I began begging the 
Madonna to have pity on me, and help me to finish the 
book in a way that would meet the censor's approval. I 
5 o. c. 
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had paper and a pencil with me, for I always carried them 
with me whenever I visited the shrines of our Lady of 
Good Counsel. I instantly began the chapter, and wrote 
it as easily as if I had known it, and had committed it to 
memory. 

In the afternoon of the same day the censor came, and 
taking a paper from his pocket, he said to me : "I have 
made the research for you : here are my notes. I think 
with these you will be able to understand what I mean, 
and you will then see what your work needs." 

" Oh," said I, " I could not wait for you. I wrote it 
this morning." 

" But," he added, "you did not know—." 

" Ah," I interrupted, " but Our Lady of Good Counsel 
knew, and she helped me. She is not so slow." 

" Well, then," said he, still holding on to the paper 
which contained his notes, " let me hear what you have 
written." 

I began reading, and could see he was very attentive. 
When I had finished, in spite of his gravity he smiled as 
he observed, " You do not require these notes : you have 
it all there ; it is the very thing." 

He was then going to put his notes in his pocket, when 
I asked him to let me see them. As my eyes ran over 
them I saw that I had written just what I should have 
done if I had had his notes to guide me. 

" Well," I exclaimed, " I hope you are now convinced 
that God is with me, and that our Lady of Good Counsel 
helps me." 

He made no reply, but when he rose to take leave he 
advised me to publish it in England. I told him that I 
would have to remain in Italy until I had written a work 
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on Oar Lady of Good Counsel, for I Had made a vow to 
do so, if his opinion was favourable, because, if there 
was any merit in the work, I knew I was indebted to 
her for it He then handed me his written opinion, 
which was much more favourable than anything he had 
said to me.* 



CHAPTER XVI. 

How can I describe the joy of a mother when'she clasps 
an only daughter to her bosom, and feels the drudgery of 
her school days is over, and she can enjoy her child's 
companionship without feeling she is sacrificing her child 
for herself ? That delight I experienced after my daughter 
had finished her education at school, and joined me in 
Borne. Days and weeks passed in visiting the churches, 
with my child beside me, and in relating to her on the 
way all that the Madonna had done for me. 

The fifth of October was her nineteenth birthday. It 
seemed as though we were never so happy as on that 
day when we knelt together in St. Peter's. I remember 
having whispered to her, I am sorry, child, I cannot 
make you a beautiful birthday present. It is prudent to 
save our money. But I will offer up the Mass for you." 
She smiled and thanked me. 

When we got home she threw her arms around me, 

• It i8 due to the censor to say that he never saw the " Song- of 
the Goose," in the work entitled "St. Peter and the Cook/' that 
she and the devil sing at the door of the sepulchre. 
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kissed me, and said, "Mother, if you will only give your 
consent and let me become a Sister of Charity, it will be 
the most precious birthday gift that you can make me. I 
desire nothing else, for I believe that on his feast St. 
Vincent called me." 

I reminded her how careful we should always be about 
following lights that appear to us inspirations, for the very 
saints had sometimes been deceived, and that therefore 
her vocation must be tested first. 

Months passed, and everything was done to try the 
vocation of my child. At length she became weary of the 
delay, besought me night and day to let her go to Turin, 
and at length called in my friends to her aid, who forbade 
me to put any difficulty in her way. I then began to 
make preparations for her departure, though every effort 
I made to that end seemed like digging my own grave. 

I had always thought it was the easiest thing in "the 
world to let a daughter become a religious, but I changed 
my mind the moment the blow struck home* I then 
learned it was death under a different form, wringing the 
heart ten times more than when the beloved one is laid 
in the grave, for in this case we feel that the struggle of 
life is over, whereas in the other we know it is only 
beginning. 

On the vigil of her departure, when she knelt down 
and asked me for my blessing, my heart felt like break- 
ing in two, with the piercing thought that it was the last 
time I should ever put my hands on my darling's head 
and give her my blessing before she lay down to sleep, 
for it was her habit to always ask my blessing just before 
going to bed. I could not utter a word that night when 
my hands felt the touch of her silky hair, for my heart 
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was rent asunder, and I should have fallen had she not 
risen, caught me in her arms, and besought me not to 
moan and weep so. 

The next day, when the train bore her from me, I neves 
knew that a soul could live and suffer as mine did on my 
return home. One of her bonnets was lying on the bed, 
for she had taken only a few things with her, the plainest 
she had. Her trunk, too, was there before me, and nearly 
all her clothes, and souvenirs of her teachers and companion* 
at school, and four beautiful gold medals she had won as 
prizes, and had bidden me hang up at the shrines of the 
Madonna. To look at these things, now that she had 
left them, for I knew she once cherished them, was like 
looking on the cold image of death ; I could not touch 
them without a tremor shaking my whole . frame, for 
it was like touching her corpse. But the moment of 
supreme agony had not yet come. I thought I could not 
suffer more than when I laid my hands upon the photo- 
graphs and souvenirs of her friends, which I knew had been 
most dear to her ; but when the moment came that I was 
wont to give her a mother's blessing, then it was the 
sword pierced my\ heart through; my tears no longer 
flowed, I only felt that my heart was bleeding: for not 
till now had I realized in all its bitterness the truth that 
my daughter would never come back to me again, and 
that duty even would constrain her to detach herself 
from me. Then my cup of sorrow was full, and I sank 
to the ground imploring God to pity and to spare me, 
and even to take me out of this world, for that I could not 
live and suffer so. 

As I threw myself down the medal I was wearing of Our 
Lady of Good Counsel clinked against the floor. I took it 
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up and kissed it, for I did not wish her image to touch the 
floor. As I pressed my lips against it my heart becamd 
relieved, my tears flowed again, and I felt that the Mother 
of God was with me, bidding me rise* and telling me 
there was an angel beside me who would every night take 
my blessing to my child* Then I had strength to rise, and 
stretching out my hands as if my darling knelt before me* 
I pronounced the words of blessing I always used, and 
bade the angel take my blessing to her* and bring me 
back her kiss. 

Weeks passed and my grief was not assuaged* for I did 
not seek relief in my Mother's arms, but passed my time 
with my friends, for I dreaded to be alone now that soli- 
tude had become appalling to me* 

One day, as I was leaving my home, I remembered I 
had been told that the street where I lived was once called 
la via dei martiri, the Martyrs' Way. It was by this 
road they were led when condemned by the Koman 
emperors to be thrown to the beasts. I felt that day, when 
I left my door* that there were martyrs treading that 
road even now. Every mother is a martyr whose daughter 
abandons her for a religious life* Her child may receive 
a grace that gives it strength* hope, peace, and joy, but 
the mother knows that those graces can only be obtained 
by sacrifice and suffering* and by a daily and hourly death 
to self ; and that thought, however happy the child may be, 
is a dagger in a mother's breast, opening the wound afresh 
and widening it every time her thoughts revert back to her 
child, and she thinks of her loved one's ingenuous caresses 
in by-gone days. 

If ever I awoke, and the clock struck four, how my 
heart would ache. It was winter then, and I thought thai 
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my child, so delicate, mast rise at that hour. That thought 
in the cold gloom sometimes drove me wild, and I prayed 
God never to let me wake until after five, for I then 
knew that the sacrifice was over, that my child had con- 
quered nature, and was one step nearer heaven. 

One day I went to Our Lady of Peace, and nestled in 
the little corner close to the railing, at Our Lady of Good 
Counsel's shrine. I tried to close my senses to everything 
excepting her voice. Never shall I forget the consolation 
that I then experienced, for my heart again knew peace, 
and I loved the Madonna more than ever, because I had 
found in her, not only an instructor, but the greatest of 
comforters. That 'day it was given me to understand the 
magnitude of God's mercy, and the power and dignity with 
which the Mother of God had been invested by the Trinity, 
that Mary 's power and virtues were so great that they 
beamed from her person like the light of the sun. that 
illumines the earth. For the power and virtues with 
which God has endowed her as Mother of the whole human 
race were sufficient to enable her to protect and succour 
every soul that ever lived ; and her virtues, too, are con- 
stantly assuming a different shape, to suit the needs of 
those who appealed to her in distress. If God could con- 
ceal Himself in her bosom, become man, and then by the 
power of His word 'multiply Himself, though He always 
remains One and the same, while from His person He can 
make His love burn in every heart throughout the world 
that honours and serves Him ; is He not able to increase 
the power and virtue of His Daughter, Mother and Spouse, 
to enable her to fulfil the duties that He has assigned to 
her? It is not a hollow title that God gave her when 
He proclaimed her to be our Mother. Her viitues and 
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power are manifested in proportion to the needs of man* 
kind. 

From the earliest dawn of man's existence the human 
heart was drawn to worship the Deitj under some sensible 
likeness or image. But God did not reveal His true 
likeness until the coming of the Messiah, therefore those 
images to which mankind bowed down before the coming 
of Christ were not God's image, and any such worship 
was a grave offence to the Deity, for it was bowing down to 
a false god. But in the worship of the Messiah man was 
to find everything that could satisfy the cravings of his 
heart and mind ; nothing was to be wanting, and God now 
makes known to us continually, by answering our prayers, 
that it is most pleasing to Him to be worshipped by means 
of multiplied images or likenesses of Himself, for they all 
refer to His honour and glory, and bear some relation to 
Him. When we gaze upon them, or bow down before 
them, we are always worshipping the true God. 

We do not pretend that these images have power to 
speak or act for us, only inasmuch as they may represent 
our necessities and our thoughts. If we try to become as 
little children, and place ourselves before a picture of the 
crucifixion, and raise our hearts to God, we have no need 
of any discourse, for the picture expresses more than we 
could if we had a thousand tongues, and by gazing on it as 
if in the presence of God, we draw God's attention to it, 
as a child would the attention of its parent to a picture 
whose merits it is hardly able to comprehend, much less 
to describe. But the picture represents to the parent 
what the child has in its mind. Thus our images and 
pictures are but our prayers illustrated and described. 

The images and pictures of the Madonna are but 
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photographs of her virtues, her attributes, and qualities* 
We do not pretend that they bear any resemblance to our 
Lady in form or feature, but they do represent some 
virtue or quality that is necessary for our perfection. 
Thus the image of the Immaculate Conception is wide* 
spread, because purity of heart is one of the first conditions 
of our union with God. But our Lady was possessed of 
every grace, and was full of wisdom, for the Bible says iq 
a few words all that can be said of any being, that she is 
the spouse of the Holy Ghost, that she is full of grace, 
and is the Mother of God. If volumes had been written 
about her they could not have conveyed more ; we may 
therefore continue to represent her qualities and virtues 
indefinitely without ever exhausting them, and as we have 
every day assurances that our prayers to her are answered 
we cannot doubt but that it is most pleasing to God to see 
His Mother honoured in this way. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

The twenty-fourth of April, 1882, found me again at 
Genazzano, whither I had gone to celebrate the Madonna's 
feast which coincides with the feast of St. Mark. This 
time I made no petition to the Madonna. I only thanked 
her for all that she had done for me, and particularly for 
the grace to support with calmness and resignation my 
separation from my child. 

My first walk was to San Fio, and my joy was complete 
when I reached the old monastery, for it appeared in the 
bright sunshine as though an angel had just been there 
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and rolled away the stone from its sepulchre, as though it 
had risen again, and put on its festive garments to meet 
me. I met there an Augustinian friar, and asked him how 
such a change could have been made in so short a time. 
It seemed like a miracle. 

"It has been done," he replied, "through the generosity 
of the Irish, who have sent us money from Ireland, Eng- 
land, Australia, and America. It was their assistance 
which has enabled us to restore the monastery." 

I offered up a prayer to St Patrick, for I was sure he 
had been the Madonna's agent, who had moved generous 
souls to contribute towards the restoration of the old con- 
vent. Its broken roof was now whole, and so were its 
floors. They had been entirely renewed. % Its outside 
walls had been painted, and its vineyards weeded and laid 
out into walks. The longest one was covered with a 
trellised arbour, and the newly-planted grape vines were 
already creeping up it, while the olive trees and vines 
that had been planted years ago were flourishing again, 
for they had been freed from the tendrils that had long 
been choking them, and preventing them growing and 
bearing fruit. All nature seemed to rejoice at the old 
vineyard's deliverance. The bees were humming amidst 
the roses that sprang up wild above its turfed walls, and 
the nightingales from adjacent hills were warbling forth 
their sweetest notes, while a herd of goats in the distance, 
guarded by some children, who were playing with the 
kids, were springing sportively from rock to rock, and in 
the bosom of the vineyard old ruins could be seen here 
and there peeping out, that looked like decrepit old age 
when it is suddenly made glad by festive scenes that 
recall its glorious past ; for those ruins were the remains 
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of an imperial villa belonging to Antoninus Pius and 
once occupied the site on which the monastery of San Fio 
now stands. 

When I entered the monastery itself I found an en- 
closed court laid out in little flower beds and serpentine 
walks. The father permitted me to gather a bunch of 
roses* and then led me through a broad open corridor that 
surrounded the whole court, which was bordered by a 
colonnade ; scenes, too, in the life of St. Francis of As- 
sisium were frescoed in the semicircular panels above the 
capitals of the columns, which showed that the old mon- 
astery formerly belonged to the Franciscans. 

I wondered how the Franciscans could ever have aban- 
doned so beautiful a spot, where every surrounding drew 
you nearer to God. 

" Alas !" said the Augustinian, " it was not their fault. 
When the Piedmontese took possession of the States of 
the Church, they confiscated and robbed San Pio, and 
drove the aged Franciscans out of it as though they were 
beasts, A few years ago the government offered it for 
sale. Our prior could not endure the thought that it 
should ever be used excepting for the service of God, and 
he purchased it, trusting entirely to IWvine Providence to 
aid him to pay for it and restore it ; he intended to con- 
vert it into an Irish Augustinian college, and you see he 
has succeeded." 

I remarked that nothing short of a miracle could have 
wrought such a change in a ruin in so short a time. 

" Of course," added the father, «« Our Lady of Good 
Counsel helped us, and probably inspired the prior to 
purchase it, which was a courageous thing to do without 
a farthing to pay for it ; but, confiding in the Madonna's 
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protection, he left Italy after he bought it, and vent to 
Ireland, where, in spite of his countrymen's many trials, 
he obtained the assistance he required, and he. holds the 
property now as an Irish citizen. The Italian government 
can never take it from us, or interfere with us here in any 
way." 

" Blessed spot of earth," thought I, " and would that all 
the other monasteries in Italy could enjoy the same 
immunity." And I began to feel that Our Lady of Good 
Counsel intended to make San Pio a little paradise on 
earth. 

"The way we have obtained the means to meet our 
pecuniary obligations," continued the Augustinian, "shows 
that the Mother of God is helping us." 

And St. Patrick too, thought I, as hp led me into the 
ohapel, when what should I behold but St. Elizabeth, 
my own patron saint. I laid the roses at her feet, and 
looking up to the high altar, I beheld statues of St. Peter, 
and St. Paul, and St. Antony of Padua, who was over the 
high altar in a niche in the wall. 

In the side chapels were St. Catherine of Sienna, St. 
Francis of Assisium, St Lucia, and St Pius V., and Our 
Lady of Consolation, with St Augustine, and St Monica. 
In medallions could be seen, beneath an arch that en- 
eircled the chapel of St Antony, St. Joseph, St. Anna, 
and St Dominic, and in a chapel near the door was a 
Mater Adolorata and our crucified Lord ; and there was a 
chapel beside it that was to be fitted up for St Patrick, 
the apostle of Ireland. 

It was on the 17th of March, St Patrick's feast, that the 
convent was purchased, and it was on that day that the 
old monastery bells were rung which had been silent so. 
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long. It was like a peal of victory to the pious souls in 
Genazzano, who had longed to hear their silvery tones 
again ; for San Pio had always been a favourite place of 
worship for the people, who had access to the church by 
an entrance that could be reached from the public road. 

The sound of its bells made many a pious soul glad, for 
they seemed to foretell happier days for them all, because 
Genazzano is one of the little places that has suffered most 
from the usurper's hands, and the people, wAo have always 
been loyal to the reigning pontiffs, feel that God has 
taken their father from them now, and has put cruel task- 
masters over them to punish them for their sins. 

It was a great relief to these afflicted souls when they 
heard the old monastery bells again tolling, for they knew 
its church door would be thrown open to them, and they 
longed to bow down before its beloved altars and sigh: 
"How long, 0 Lord, how long J 99 

They render praise to the Madonna for having done it 
all, for when San Pio was seized, and the fathers driven 
away, the people prayed to the Madonna that she would 
not let the old revered spot remain in sacrilegious hands, 
but would bring back the fathers to the old monastery 
again ; and now, when the people behold the Augustinian 
students ascending the hills to recreate in the pure moun- 
tain air, it makes their hearts glad, and they thank the 
Madonna for having answered their prayer. 

I, too* thanked the Madonna, and her agent St. Patrick, 
and I felt that it was another proof that we may obtain 
anything we ask of Our Lady of Good Counsel, if we but 
confide in her implicitly, and pray to her perseveringly, 
and if what we ask of her will contribute to God's glory 
and the salvation of souls. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 



On the vigil of St. Mark's festival pilgrims could bo 
seen coming from every direction, wending their way 
towards the old pioturesque city in which the Madonna 
had chosen to establish one of her thrones and to dis- 
tribute her favours. Many of the pilgrims had come 
twenty, thirty, and some few had walked fifty miles. 

These pilgrimages to the shrine of Our Lady of Good 
Counsel began the year after the apparition of the picture, 
and have been continued with the most fervent devotion 
for over four centuries. A fair was also going on in the 
old town, as it was on the day the picture made its 
appearance. The streets and lanes became almost im- 
passable, from the density of the crowd, who were dressed 
in the most varied and picturesque costumes. They had 
brought their provisions with them, and many for lack 
of accommodation were obliged like soldiers to sleep on 
the ground. 

On the morning of the feast, long before the sun had 
risen, the square opposite the church of Our Lady of Good 
Counsel was crowded with people, with their faces turned 
towards the east, impatiently waiting for the sun to rise, 
the signal for the church doors to be opened; and as the 
first solar rays appeared lighting up the tops of the dis- 
tant hills that could be seen from the site on which the 
church stands, thousands of voices burst softly forth as if 
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in one breath, "Viva Maria P Then there was a dead 
silence for about half a minute, when the whole air was 
filled again with a soft harmonious strain, chanting forth 
those sweet words, "Viva Maria P There was another 
pause, and then, raising their voices as the sun burst forth, 
they pealed out a third time, "Viva Maria P and the 
heart-felt manner in which those words were pronounced 
seemed to gladden all nature both living and inanimate, 
for the bells began pealing merrily as the doors of the 
church were opened ; and the pilgrims, who had already 
taken off their shoes, bowed down reverently and kissed 
the threshold of the sacred edifice before they entered it, 
and approached the shrine of the Madonna, by movipg 
towards it on their knees, with their hands clasped de- 
voutly together. Many of them could be seen bowing 
down and pressing the floor of the church with their 
brows and their lips, until they came to the railing that 
separates them from the altar, over which is suspended 
the miraculous picture, in the very position in which 
the angels had left it. 

The interior of the church then alternately resounded 
with cries of "Viva Maria, thanks Madonna! thanks!" 
while occasionally a shrill cry of distress could be heard 
above the rest, crying: "Help, Madonna help! Have 
mercy ! have pity ! I'll not go home until I am cured P 
And some of the lame, taking their crutches, would throw 
them against the railing of the shrine ; and their faces 
afterwards could be seen bathed in tears of joy, and 
screaming out to the top of their voices they would cry : 
"Viva Maria! thanks Madonna, thanks! O my dear 
Mother!" Their prayers had been answered, and some 
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of them returned home leaving their crutched at the 
Madonna's shrine* 

As one procession of pilgrims withdrew to give place 
to another, they always walked backwards, and never 
turned their backs upon the Madonna from the time they 
entered the church until they left it, and reverently bowed 
down and kissed the threshold of the church as they did 
when they entered it. 

It was about seven in the morning when I was per- 
mitted to enter the sanctuary, a favour I had little reason 
to hope would be granted me upon the day of the feast, 
for the space is small and is reserved for the clergy. But 
as two English ladies of rank had arrived, and were 
allowed to enter inside the railing, I was permitted to 
accompany them, and receive communion there. Mass 
was celebrated by three Irish priests successively, who 
were succeeded by an Irish bishop. I was sure that St. 
Patrick had drawn them all there, and the thought 
pleased me exceedingly. Never had I seen the altar of 
Our Lady of Good Counsel so beautiful. It was adorned 
with the rarest flowers, and the candlesticks were of Corin- 
thian brass, with Etruscan designs, inlaid with the most 
exquisite coral, an offering of Prince Coionna. The vest- 
ments that the priests wore who celebrated the Masses were 
a gift of the Empress of Austria. It was a most touching 
sight to witness the people devoutly gathered on that day 
around the shrink, among whom were bishops, and nobles, 
and peasants, the latter singing hymns composed in honour 
of the Madonna, while some were telling her aloud about 
their affairs, and now and then the church would rever- 
berate with the cries of " Viva Maria," which would seem 
to burst forth spontaneously from the heart of every man, 
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woman, and child. I have often witnessed the devotion 
paid to our Lady of Victories in France ; but I have 
never seen anything to equal the fervour and devotion of 
those who come to celebrate the feast of Our Lady of Good 
Counsel at Genazzano. It was like beholding a cohort of 
Christian warriors making a raid upon heaven, and deter- 
mined to take it by storm. I doubt if the most obdurate 
heart could witness it and not be moved. The strong 
cross-barred iron railing, which reaches from the floor to 
the very top of the ceiling, had to be put up as a sort of 
barricade against the crowds of mothers who came to place 
their sick children upon the altar of the Madonna, and 
who, in their eagerness to make their way to the front, 
pushed and jostled one another to the danger of life and 
limb. The pictures, moreover, above the altars, as well as 
the altars themselves, were boarded off, and sharp iron 
spikes about three inches in length were fastened to the 
edges of the altars to prevent the people from climbing 
on to them. But the people were not to be intimidated. 
Some of the more venturesome, clearing the spikes at a 
bound, helped their comrades up after them, until they 
were packed closely together, all craning their necks to 
get a better look at the Madonna, and taking the sharp 
iron prongs in such good part that you would imagine they 
thought they were only put there to prevent them from 
slipping off. Some of the boys seemed to think that the 
cross-barred railing had been placed round the Madonna's 
shrine on purpose for them to climb up it, a proceeding 
which the people took good-humouredly enough, if the 
children had any infirmity, otherwise they forced them to 
come down, or else to climb up so high above (Heir heads 
as not to obstruct the view of the picture. 
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Leaving the church, I heard a boy say, who was stand- 
ing outside the door, "You don't think the Madonna 
jprays, do you ? Indeed, she gives lier orders up there !" I 
was told by a bystander that this child had been suffering 
from rheumatism, that his parents had brought him to the 
Madonna, and that whilst praying before her altar he was 
cured. He was quite beside himself with joy when he 
found himself free from pain. 

Long before the High Mass began I was once again in 
the chapel of Our Lady of Good Counsel, listening to a 
hymn composed in honour of Our Lady of Good Counsel, 
which moved nearly every one present to tears. It was 
Bung by the Neapolitan pilgrims, in a soft, low, plaintive, 
but most fervent strain. The refrain ran thus: 

" O Mother of Good Counsel, 
Fray to Jesus for us." 

" O Madre del Buon Consiglio, 
Prega per noi Gesu." 

The exquisite music that accompanied the Divine 
Sacrifice assisted my soul to offer up its fervent thanks to 
the Mother of God for having obtained for me the grace 
of passing such happy moments on earth with my God. 

At Vespers all the bells were rung in commemoration 
of the day and hour in which they rang out of themselves 
when the image of the Madonna first made its miracu- 
lous appearance four centuries ago. The little bell in the 
church at the time the Blessed Petruccia undertook to 
restore it is still in existence, and though marred with 
use and blackened by time, it was rung with the others. 
When the bells ceased toiling the Te Deum was sung 9 
Benediction was given, and the pilgrims withdrew as they 
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bad departed in the morning, en reculant, kissing the 
threshold of the church as they went ; many of them did 
not turn their hacks on the Madonna until her shrine had 
disappeared from their sight. It made me sad to see the 
day coming to a close ; I could have wished that instead 
of sunset it had been dawn. It was a day I should have 
liked to live over again, because it was one of the happiest 
days I had ever known, for I had seen the Madonna 
honoured with a devotion that I felt must be most pleasing 
to God. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

The church of our Lady of Good Counsel in Genazzano 
has become, like many another in Italy, a prey to the 
usurpers of ecclesiastical property, and the inhabitants 
of the old feudal city mourn for the good old times when 
the Pope was their king, and they felt that instead of a 
ruler they had a father. They are now burdened with 
taxes, and oppressed with assessments and requisitions of 
every kind. In Genazzano the priests are taxed for the 
Masses they offer up during the week, whether they 
receive money for offering them or not. 

The best portion of the Augustinian convent has been 
seized, and is now occupied by the usurpers, who in the 
first year of their forcible possession stationed troops 
outside the walls of the city to keep the frequent bands 
of pilgrims from its gates. Any attempt at resistance on 
the part of the pious crowds was met and opposed by the 
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point of the bayonet. Many a poor pilgrim who had 
come thirty or fifty miles has been known to go on his 
knees and implore the usurpers to let him enter the city, 
if only for a few moments, just long enough to offer up 
a petition before the shrine of the Madonna. But the 
tyrants were inexorable, and deaf to every entreaty. 

One year to a day from that on which the pilgrims 
had been repulsed from the shrine of the Madonna, the 
captain who had issued the order was robbed and murdered 
by two highwaymen, on the very spot where he had 
stationed himself the year previous to see that his order 
was executed. When he was discovered life was not 
quite extinct ; as a comrade raised him up he had just 
strength enough to murmur a prayer for forgiveness of 
the Madonna, and immediately expired. 

As the people followed him to the grave they whis- 
pered to each other, "God punished him for having 
repulsed the pilgrims who came to visit the Madonna." 
The miscreants who committed the crime were discovered, 
and are condemned to penal servitude for life. The people 
look upon them as instruments of God's wrath, and believe 
that He made use of their depravity to punish one who 
had interfered with the honour that is due to His Mother. 

In 1848 a band of Garibaldians came to rob and pillage 
Genazzano. The people fed to the Madonna for protec- 
tion, and while they were in the church praying, the 
Garibaldians spied a band of women and children gathering 
chestnuts on one of the mountains, and mistaking them for 
a body of police on the look-out for them discreetly took 
to their heels. 

These marauders were composed chiefly of criminals, 
Qutlaws, and felons, whom the followers of Garibaldi had 
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set at liberty by forcing open the prisons. They can 
scarcely be said to have had a shirt, a shoe, or a stocking 
among them. These bands took it in turns, at the 
beginning of the usurper's reign, to visit and plunder 
isolated cities, carrying off all the cattle, clothing, and 
provisions they could lay their hands upon, breaking into 
the churches and sacrilegiously despoiling them of their 
sacred vessels. 

It was in the midst of such triumphs as these that the 
followers of Garibaldi composed a song in his honour, 
which is sung by itinerant beggars and street-singers all 
over the United States of America and Europe. This 
is the refrain of the song : 

" Viva Garibaldi, viva la liberta 

a most appropriate song for many of Garibaldi's gaol- 
birds, who were then enjoying that liberty for which they 
had been so ardently longing, which was to get out of 
prison, and be able to cut with impunity anybody's throat 
who refused to deliver up his cattle, provisions, clothing, 
and money. 

These outlaws visited Genazzano at two different 
periods, but never did the inhabitants any injury, al- 
though they often pointed their revolvers at their breasts, 
and brandished their daggers over their heads, threatening 
them with instantaneous death if they did not tell them 
where they had hidden their provisions and cattle. The 
people believe that through the intercession of the Ma- 
donna their sheep and cows were not permitted to betray 
by their bleatings and bellowings the secret of their hiding 
places. 

One day the church of our Lady of Good Counsel was 
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filled with these miscreants, who had entered the edifice 
with the greatest irreverence, and stood staring at each 
other, deliberating what to do next. Presently the fathers 
came, and uncovering the Madonna, intoned the litany. 
First one ruffian took off his hat, then another uncovered 
his head, and before the litany was finished they were all 
of them on their knees ; no sooner were they out of the 
church than they all cleared out of the city. 

It is not for me to attempt to relate the countless 
miracles known to have taken place in the church of our 
Lady of Good Counsel in Genazzano since the picture of 
our Lady was miraculously brought there from Scutari, 
as several works have already been written giving a 
graphic description of them. 

I have desired in these pages to relate my own ex- 
perience, hoping that it may induce other souls in the 
hour of desolation and discouragement to fly to Mary for 
counsel, protection, and help ; and if this little work is 
the means of drawing but one afflicted soul to the Mother 
of God, I shall feel that our Lady has amply repaid my 
desire to add to her glory by relating what she has done 
for me since I came to Italy. I may be thought by some 
to be under a delusion. I know not how this may be, but 
I know that alone in a foreign land, destitute, and a prey 
to melancholy bordering on despair, I had no sooner put 
my trust in the Mother of God than all my trials melted 
away before her image like snow in the sun. 
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ST. PETER'S BARK. 



This Mystical ship lies in the haven of Detachment,* 
and is shaped like a heart, for the hull of St. Peter's Bark 
is built on the model of the Sacred Hearts op Jbstxs and 
Mart blended into one. The deck is made of Humility, 
polished so brightly that you can see yourself in it, and 
is therefore very slippery. In the bottom of the ship lies 
the Fear of the Lord. 

The Bark has but one mast, Wisdom, a symbol of 
Christ. To the mast are attached three triangular sails, 
called Faith, Hope, and Charitt. These sails have deep 
rich borders made of Understanding, which are tacked to 
the mast and the hull of the ship, so as to form three 
triangles on the deck. They are so arranged that when 
the Bark is tossed by the winds of Adversity, which are 
always contrary, they help to keep the ship steady, with 
the aid of the cross that runs athwart the centre of the 
Bark near the helm. 

The cross is one of the most useful and durable things 
on board ; it is the ship's ballast and its lever too. As 
the Bark is upward bound, pressure on the cross makes 

* Words printed in small capitals are the names of the materials 
of whioh St. Peter's Bark is made, or designate something belonging 
to it,. which will show the enemies of the Bark that it possesses 
every virtue and quality necessary to adorn a soul, and render it 
beautiful and pleasing both in the sight of God and man. 
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the whole ship to ascend. The cross is a life-preserver, 
one of the strongest and safest that has ever yet been 
made, all is of lignum vitce. It serves also as gang- 
plank of the ship ; there is no danger of its ever giving 
way. It is fire- proof, and is often used as a bar to stir 
up the flames of Devotion, and prevent them from going 
out. These flames proceed from the fire of Charity 
kindled in the interior of the Bark. 

The Cbosb is the only berth to be found on the ship. 
It is a very narrow one, so that if you fear to roll off 
you must let yourself be nailed on; there are plenty 
on the Bark to do you this service. The course of the 
Bark being upward, its anchor is never cast, but lies flat 
on the centre of the deck, where its shaft pierces through 
Wisdom's mast, helping to keep the latter steady, while 
its other end projects fore and forms the prow of the ship. 
The sail of Charity is attached to the anchor's ring, the 
emblem of Eternity. The shaft of the anchor is Justice, 
and serves as a good seat ; its arms represent Mercy, and 
the triangular butts that tip the arms represent Moral 
Sense. 

The stock of the anchor is Human Prudence ; it does 
not rest on the Bark, but merely touches the tip of its 
heart-shaped hull. The round butts of the stock is 
Common Sense. Eeason is a lantern suspended from the 
centre of the anchor's stock. 

The helm of the Bark is at the end of the anchor's 
shaft, where the arms of Mercy meet. It is there St. 
Peter guides his ship, right by the gang plank ; whoever, 
therefore, wishes to come on board must first get on the 
cross and acknowledge him for the skipper. 

The rudder of the Bark is Fortitude, the tiller Super* 
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natural Prudence, the wheel Perseverance, and its 
axletree the pivot of Patience. The nave of the wheel 
is made of Fidelity, its spokes are Constancy ; it is 
turned by means of its spokes, that pierce through the 
felloe, because Perseverance can only be attained by 
repeated acts of Constancy. St. Peter's compass is the 
gift of Counsel. The anchor's rope is Longanimity ; it 
is the rope that fastened the ass our Lord rode on in 
triumph through Jerusalem. The ass should be fastened 
to it still, for the ass is the emblem of Toil, his head is 
the symbol of Meekness, and his tail is the type of 
Merriment. 

The rope of Longanimity is wound round the binnacle, 
the pillar of Mortification, that serves also for a sentry- 
box. This pillar is placed on the deck midway between 
the mast and the helm, where its base is grooved out, so 
as to fit tightly on the anchor's stock. On the top of the 
binnacle, or pillar of Mortification, is a dial denoting 
Time, which passes there very slowly. 

St. Peter has a grey cat ; this cat has nine tails, and 
is the emblem of Discipline. It is made of the whip- 
cord used by our Lord when He drove the money-changers 
out of the temple, and which He has bequeathed to us to 
drive the devil off the ship. 

The cock is the symbol of Vigilance ; he is the Watch 
on board St. Peter's Bark, and should live with the cat 
in the sentry box. 

The light on the Bark comes from the Holy Spirit, in 
the shape of a dove, that appears to soar directly over the 
mast. It is to the Bark what the sun is to the earth ; 
but its beams are so bright that they would dazzle the 
sight, if they were not veiled from it here below. The 
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Bark is lighted by the dove in this wise : on the top of 
the mast is Certitude, the apex of Wisdom ; it forms a 
prism that concentrates the rajs of light emanating from 
the dove, which are appropriated by Wisdom and con** 
veyed by it to the other parts of the ship. 

Next comes the light from the Understanding, which 
makes the rich borders of the sails all set with the gems 
of Temperance, through which the light shines as through 
innumerable jets of gas. By this light from the Under- 
standing the mind conceives a true idea of Eternity, 
and of everything that has reference to it. Then comes 
the light from the clamps of Science and Knowledge, 
which tack the sails of Faith and Hope to the sides* of 
the ship. They are shaped like two perforated hands, 
and shine like lamps ; by them we get a view of what is 
going on in the world. 

Then comes the light from the lantern Season, which 
has Inclination for its wick, and is fed by the essence of 
Vitality. When the lantern is properly trimmed it gives 
a good light, and helps us to make our way about the ship 
in a very dark night. The light from above is sometimes 
veiled, as though it were screened by the wings of the 
dove, and the Bark is then in what is called its spiritual 
night. But the sail of Faith is made of some extra- 
ordinary Btuff that emits a mystical phosphorescence 
which enables St. Peter to see to steer even in the dark- 
est hour of the night. 

The winds are so strong by the helm, that the lantern 
Beason might well be blown out at the very moment 
when it is most needed ; for its wick is not to be de- 
pended on, and there is need of an unquenchable light at 
the helm. 
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The light from the sail of Faith is thrown on the cross, 
from which it is reflected on to the tiller of Supernatural 
Prudence, that hecomes, as it were, a second reflector. 
It is by this light St. Peter holds his compass, the gift of 
Counsel, to see to steer by. 

There is a very good light coming from the tri- 
angular butts of Moral Sense, that tip the arms of 
Mercy; and another light, too, shines from the round 
butts of Common Sense that cap the stock of Human 
Prudbnoe. But the triangular butts of Moral Sense 
receive their light from the dove, whereas the butts of 
Common Sense get it mostly from the light of the lantern 
Reason. 

But all these lights come from the dove, the source 
of all heat and light : even the lantern of Eeason is a 
part of the divine light, as much so as the light of 
Wisdom. But the light of Eeason is only a little spark of 
this divine light : the same as if you lighted a candle by 
an unquenchable fire ; you may extinguish the candle, 
but the source of its light is eternal. 

The Will is an invisible locomotive, God's great gift to 
man, which He leaves him free to run wherever he ^kes- 
He has, however, told us all to run it on the right track, 
which can be seen clearly enough, for it is traced on the 
cross by the Blood of His Son. The engine is regulated 
by Piety, Fortitude, and the Fear op the Lord. Pibtt 
is a soft azure mist or haze that surrounds the Bark, and 
is almost imperceptible to the gaze. It lubricates the 
hinges of the engine of the Will, to prevent them 
creaking and grating when it runs on the cross. It also 
permeates the sails, and prevents them getting hard 
and crisp. Fortitude is the substance of which the 
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rudder is composed, and it is used to toughen the 
engine, so that it can run through a cliff without get- 
ting smashed or even scratched. The Fear op the Lord 
is the brakeman: he is a giant-like man who lies at 
the bottom of the ship, and carries a switch in his hand. 
Notwithstanding that he lies at the bottom of the ship, 
and has arduous duties to perform in every part of it, he is 
one of God's best noblemen. His switch is the emblem 
of Correction. His flag is Reverence : it is tied to his 
cane, the symbol of Respect. This flag is made of the 
cloth which swathed the infant limbs of our Saviour. On 
it in letters of gold are traced by angel- hands the words, 
44 Glory to God in the highest, and peace on earth to all 
men of good will." This is why St. Peter's colours are 
white and yellow. 

When the Will is. running on the right track the 
brakeman fastens his flag to the top of the mast, which he 
mounts by aid of the ladder of Skill. Its rounds are made 
of Dexterity. But when there is a blustering wind he 
ties the flag around his neck and makes a Comforter of 
it, keeping his balance by means of his switch, and mean- 
time^ leaning on the staff of Respect. He is a very 
cautious individual, and it requires just such a brake- 
man to attend to the engine of the Will. The brake is 
Firmness, preventing the engine either from rushing too 
fast ahead, or from slipping backwards. It is held in 
its place by Stability, a species of cohesive attraction. 

The engineer of this locomotive is Conscience, a ner- 
vous, sensitive little monitor, who has the upper hand 
of everybody on the ship. She carries in her right hand 
a sharp stick with which she punches those who cause 
the engine to go zigzag or to run off the track. Nearly 
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everybody would like to be rid of her, but she is attached 
to the Bark, and is bound to stay on it. Even St. Peter 
could not get rid of her, if he wanted. Conscience makes 
use of the light shed upon it by the Understanding to 
see to run the engine. 

The anchor's rope of Longanimity contains a galvanic 
battery, which infuses into the soul long life and continued 
strength. You are not obliged to drop it the instant you 
take hold of it ; on the contrary, the longer you hold on to 
it the easier it becomes to hold on. 

The Rosary is a kind of celestial telegraph. If a 
man is in difficulties the quickest way to get relief is to 
send a telegraphic message to heaven. The wire that 
runs through the beads is the celestial telegraph wire; 
but the beads are the silent oars that help to move 
St. Peter's Bark. They are attached to the hull of the 
ship, and break the force of the waves when they dash 
against it. They are so arranged as to spell Roma. When 
that word is reflected in the water, on every wave can be 
seen Smor — Statot — Smor. These words are the buoys of 
the Bark and the name of the port she is bound for, and 
it is the only language that should be spoken on the ship. 

The anchor is made of the finest steel. The ejacula- 
tory prayers we send up like pearls to heaven, falling 
back strike the anchor, which then emits sparks like 
twinkling stars, so that the form of the anchor can be 
distinguished miles away. These are the electric lights, 
and one of the great attractions on the Bark. 

Attached to the mast is a little mirror called Modesty. 
In it we regulate our thoughts, our gestures, and our 
words, so as to make a good appearance in the sight of 
Ood. When we look in it the light shines on our face, 
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making us seem more beautiful than we really are, so that 
after looking in it for a given time we should do well to 
look down at ourselves in the polished deck of the ship, 
which is like seeing ourselves in a smooth limpid lake, 
for Humility is a mirror that never flatters, but exag- 
gerates our defects. As we bend over to look into it 
the light shines on our back, and we soon forget ourselves 
because we see the face of God reflected in it. The 
light from the dove is the light that beams from His 
face. We can see Him by looking in the deck of the 
Bark as through a glass darkly. 

Peace is an olive branch growing near the mast, and 
fostered by the warmth it receives from the fire of charity. 

Jot is a frisky little lambkin fastened to the olive 
branch by a silken cord, with a tassel at each end. It is 
the cord of Appection and symbol of Dependence. This 
is one of the leading strings the Blessed Virgin led our 
Lord with when He began to walk. St. Peter wears one 
round his hat, and another round his waist, to denote his 
Dependence for guidance on the Holy Spirit, and the 
help he hopes to receive from the Mother of God ; and he 
makes his bishops also wear them, to denote that they 
too are dependent for guidance. 

Chastity is a mystical belt clasped round the mast at 
the top of the sails ; it is the prize belt the Bark has 
won, and which no piratical craft has ever won. 

There is a halo of light that sets the mast all in a 
glow, an emblem of Globt and a gift of the Trinity. St. 
Peter's armour is Prayer; his rule is Order, and his 
sword is the Word op God. His penknife is Brevity, 
and he has a neat little illustrated diary, the symbol of 
Memory; his telescope is Simplicity, and his horoscope 




OTJB GOOD COUNSELLOR. 



95 



the gift of Prophecy. His snuff-box, made out of the 
magnet of Truth, is called Sympathy : he carries it in his 
bosom, and fills it with ashes typical of Mourning. His 
vinaigrette is Refinement; he seasons it with salt, the 
emblem of Taste ; he carries it with his spectacles, the 
gift of Discernment, because it is closely allied to it. 
His smelling salts is Wit, which he uses very sparingly ; 
it helps to revive him when he gets very faint, but too 
much of a good thing might turn his brain and make him 
dizzy. 

His fishing line is his Course, and his bait is the 
magnet of Truth, the same material out of which the 
snuff-box of Sympathy is made. 

There is besides a box of alabaster on board filled with 
precious ointment, the gift of a sinner reclaimed. 
This ointment is the essence of Loyalty, Devotion, 
Courage, Generosity and Zeal. Every soul who 
possesses it should hold itself in readiness to break it at 
St. Peter's feet, should he require it. The odour of this 
ointment is Fame; it draws many heroic souls to the 
Holy See, and leads them to the highest perfection when 
they are seeking to obtain it. 

Even Lucx has its place on the Bark. It was presented 
to St. Peter by the Gentiles, and is typified by the dice 
once used on Calvary when lots were cast for the vest- 
ments of our Lord. 

There is an urn on the ship called Confidence, a gift of 
the Blessed Virgin, who caused several to be brought in 
at the wedding of Cana. This one is a large fire-proof 
urn, into which the world pours the waters of Affliction, 
but in which nevertheless St. Peter's tools are kept, 
whence it is plain they must be constantly used or they 
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would get rusty; neither must we attempt to pour the 
water out, for the same face we can see reflected in the 
deck may look in the urn, and that look changes the water 
into the most delicious wine, a strengthening beverage 
which enables us to Toil. As we must all practise 
Poverty op Spirit we ought to drink out of the urn in 
which the tools are kept. In this urn is kept the ham- 
mer of Determination, with which we are expected to 
hammer our Wills down on the pillar of Mortifica- 
tion. Close to the hammer lies the pickaxe of Self- 
Contempt to dig out our pride, or if we prefer we may 
rub it down on the rough stone of Self- Abasement. 
Here, too, are the pincers of Tenacity, to pluck out our 
vanity withal, and the broad-axe of Decision, cast in 
Silence and tempered with Moderation; it should 
always be held by the handle of Deliberation. By the 
broad-axe of Decision lie the awl of Perspicacity and 
the needle of Penetration. When St. Peter uses them 
he always puts on his spectacles, the gift of Discernment. 
By the file of Industry is the saw of Severity, that has 
been set in Justice and tempered with Mercy. Close to 
the urn is a cloth, the emblem of Consolation, given to 
the Bark by St. Veronica, and the same wherewith she 
wiped the Sacred Face of our Lord. We use it when we 
are wearied, and respite thus obtained becomes Becrea- 
tion. 

Hanging from the mast are the cords of Obedience. 
Mere threads and quite invisible they are nevertheless 
strong enough to hold St. Peter's children securely 
fastened to the Bark, so securely that they run no danger 
of being washed or blown overboard. Nothing but the 
6trong engine of the Will can break these cords. They 
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can easily be seen through St. Peter's magnifying glass, 
the gift of Imagination, which he usually keeps locked up ; 
but the telescope of Simplicity he always leaves lying 
about* 

The foremost standard on the Bark is placed at the 
prow, and held by the anchor's ring, the figure of Eternity. 
Its streamer is the inscription written by Pilate, and 
fastened above the head of our Saviour on the cross : 
Jestts op Nasiareth, Kino op thjb Jews. It denotes 
that to the Name of Jesus every knee must bow. It 
as the symbol of Victory, and the staff to which it is 
attached is Independence, which can only be gained by 
enlisting in His service. The glistening ball clenched by 
an eagle, that caps the ensign, is a figure of Patriotism 
and Loyalty; around it is hung a laurel wreath, the em- 
blem of Immortality. 

There is also a banner that belongs to the Bark, on 
which is inscribed " Love one another." It is the Blessed 
Virgin's apron ; the symbol of Cleanliness. Her image 
is impressed on the side that touched her form, and the 
Infant Jesus left His likeness on the side He lay upon. 
The staffs that support it are made of Honesty and So- 
briety ; they are fastened to it by the cords of Appection 
and the strings of Tact. The latter were the Blessed 
Virgin's sandal laces, and the lace, too, with which she 
fastened the body of her dress. Her dress is the emblem 
of Protection; it is the canopy carried in processions, 
to remind us of the protection of our Lady. The Blessed 
Virgin's mantle is portrayed in the sail of Charity, which 
is double, and when furled is wrapped around the mast 
like a mantle. 

By the banner is a glistening spear, to which a waving 
? o. c. 
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streamer is attached. This is the spear that pierced the 
Heart of the Man-God, whence issued a living spring to 
water the Bark. Its handle denotes Triumph, its point 
Compunction, and its streamer is the signal of Command. 
On it is written, " All things whatsoever you would that 
men should do unto you, do you also to them." The 
streamer is the napkin that was wrapped round the face of 
our Lord in the sepulchre. 

St. Peter's crosier is his sceptre ; it is not curved at the 
top like a shepherd's crook, as are those of his bishops, 
but it is capped by a cross, the emblem of his Infalli- 
bility. He makes a staff of it, on which he expects 
every one of his children to lean. 

The ribbon he bestows is an emblem of Honour, and 
the decoration of the star to be worn on the breast is 
typical of Dignity. The ring on St. Peter's finger is a 
symbol of Power, and when we kiss it we make an 
outward act of deference to his Authority. The jewels 
in the ring are emblems of Indulgences, which are 
the riches and treasures God has conferred upon St 
Peter to distribute among his children. If we obtain 
sufficient of them we can purchase an exemption from 
remaining in quarantine, which is the supernatural Pur- 
gatory. The indulgences we gain here are good current 
money for us in the other world, and they enable us to be 
rowed on the Bark to the very gate of heaven. These 
indulgences are kept in bags that never grow old ; they 
are the ones our Lord recommended us to make for our- 
selves. 

Heaven outside is like a walled city with a very narrow 
gate. The end of the cross, the gang-plank of the Bark, 
just fits into it. But heaven can be taken on the Bark by 
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storm, for ejaculatory prayers sometimes have the force of 
cannon halls, and when sent repeatedly with great force 
they throw down the walls, and those who are prepared 
can leap into heaven, which shows they mast be free from 
the chains of concupiscence, or they will not be able to 
make the spring, for the walls are soon raised again, and 
those who were not prepared to make the leap find them- 
selves either in Purgatory or in hell, for the gates of hell 
are so wide that they compass the whole territory, so that 
there is only a hair's width betwixt heaven and hell, for 
hell lies directly beyond the haven of Detachment. It 
is situated so very near it that it might be called its 
boundary. 

The inscriptions on the Bark are the Beatitudes. They 
are to the Bark what the painting is to the canvas, the 
polish to the gem, the statue to the rough stone, or the 
perfume to the lily and the rose. Without the Beatitudes 
the Bark would be exquisite only for its symmetry, but 
totally bereft of its ravishing beauty. The Beatitude en- 
graved on the compass, (the gift of Counsel,) is, "Blessed 
are the merciful." On the borders of the sails* are 
written, with the gems of Temperance, " Blessed are the 
clean of heart." On the mast of Wisdom the letters of the 
Beatitude are formed by the leaves of the olive branch, 
which are, "Blessed are the peacemakers." The most 
beautiful one floats in the air, like a diadem, over the sails. 
The letters look as though they were formed by an azure 
haze : they are constantly changing colour like the opal. 
It is, " Blessed are the meek." The inscription on the 
rudder of Fortitude is, " Blessed t are they that hunger 
and thirst after Justice." The one engraved on the 
• Understanding. 
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clamps of Science and Knowledge, that tack the sails of 
Faith and Hope, is, "Blessed are they that mourn." And 
the one in the haven, of Detachment looks as though 
it were traced by the rays of the sun, for it forms a 
beautiful halo around the ship's hull : it is M Blessed are 
the poor in heart." 

The crown of thorns is the rigging of the ship. It is a 
symbol of heresy, and so long as heresy exists that crown 
of thorns will encircle the ship.* 

• "Nearly every thing, my dear children," said St. Peter, "in the 
spiritual life is typified on earth by some visible object. A lamb 
is a figure of Christ ; a heart represents charity; a dove the Holy 
Spirit ; and a crown of thorns heresy. 

" The different strands or branches of thorns platted together 
that were pressed on the head of our Lord, prefigured the different 
schisms which afterwards arose in the Church. Heresiarohs call 
them branches of the true vine. But you can plainly see what they 
become when they are separated from it ; withered twigs having no 
root, they can bear no fruit, and yield nothing but thorns, which are 
types of the different sects produced by schism. By their position 
you may see there can never be any unity amongst them, although 
they all bear a striking resemblance to one another. Still none of 
them are exactly alike, neither do they all tend in the same 
direction. One thorn, like the sects, points one way, another takes 
quite a contrary road, whilst others cross and re-cross each other's 
paths; all going off independently of one another; all equally 
determined to take their own course in spite of the Almighty. 

" If you wish to know how many thorns there are in the crown 
encircling the Sacred Heart of our Lord, you have only to oount the 
number of different sects scattered over the face of the earth, and 
you will get the exact number, 

" My Bark, as you know, is made on the model of the Sacred 
Hearts of Jesus and Mary blended into one. The wreath of rosea 
which encircle the Heart of Mary are emblems of the Blessed 
Virgin's virtues ; they are so entwined round the torturing crown 
that the roses serve as shields to protect us from harm, and when 
we are wounded by the thorns the roses exhale a saving balm to 
soothe and heal our wounds. The devil knows all this ; no one 
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The life-boats attached to the Bark are the Religious 
Orders. They are all little miniature ships of the Bark 
itself! Most of them are filled with good fishermen, who 
launch out in the stream and fish in men. Their fishing 
lines are the Catholic Course, and their bait is the mag- 
net of Truth. These little life-boats are all attached to 
the Bark by the cords of Obedience : if they were not 
they would be in constant danger of getting lost. The 
contemplative ordere are at the prow. They are not more 
exposed on that account, for they wear an invincible 
armour, and are enclosed. The scapular is a coat of mail, 
a gift of the Mother of God. It is the emblem of Indif- 
ference, and should always be protected by the armour 
of Prater. The scapular renders the soul invulnerable to 
the attacks of devils or men, so long as we are fighting 
like Christian soldiers when we have it on. To wear it 
with devotion is a mark of predestination, for it shows a 
sincere devotion to the Mother of God. The miraculous 
medal is also another shield, to be worn near the heart* 

better. He is the guiding spirit of all schism and heresies ; he it is 
who inspires the hatred heretics feel towards the Mother of God, 
the Woman clothed with the sun, referred to in Genesis and 
described in Revelations, by whose power the malice of heretics is 
thwarted and undone. 

" There is no danger walking through the orown of thorns after 
you have made yourself sufficiently small, for like the other 
instruments of torture that were used to crncify our Lord, the 
orown of thorns has become a means of our sanotifioation. If you 
wish to use it as a ladder to adjust the sails, by making yourselves 
very small the thorns become like so many rungs to step on, 
because everything works together for good to them that love 
God ; even the devil and his agency, sin, can be used as stepping- 
stones to heaven by those who follow the right course."— Extract 
from " 8t. Peter and the Cock," last chapter. 
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When the ship is in a storm, and the Bark is attacked 
by foes determined to submerge it, the sails of Faith and 
Hops are furled, and become a pair of arms, and the sail 
of Charity is untacked and thrown around the mast like 
a lustrous mantle. On the top of the mast can then be 
seen, through a deeply-tinted veil, a head of great majesty. 
The head is that of Christ, but the veil thrown oyer it is 
Mary. During the storm St Peter's children gather round 
the mast as they would at the feet of their Saviour, and 
they are kept there safe and warm, for they are covered 
by the sail of Charity, which is like seeking refuge under 
the Blessed Virgin's mantle. 

When Peace is restored, and the clouds are dispersed, 
and the enemies have thrown down their arms, the light 
from the dove then beams down brightly, and the olive 
branch expands like a tree, the trunk of which is the 
mast, and then it becomes something more than Peace, 
it is Repose, and the only spot on earth where it can 
be found is on this mystical ship called St. Peter's Bark. 
St. Peter's children then get under its branches, and bury 
themselves in their vases of Confidence, which become to 
them like so many nests, notwithstanding the tools that 
are in them, and the waters of affliction the world has 
poured in streams over them to drown them: for one 
glance of the Lord has changed that water into the most 
delicious wine, in which they delight to bathe, one drop of 
it being enough to intoxicate the soul with an extasy of 



The hatchway of the ship, the ordinary way to enter 
the interior of the Bark, is at St. Peter's feet That door 
is the emblem of Freedom. None but those who are 
freed from the galling chains of concupiscence can pass it 
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The door of Freedom hangs on the hinges of Confession. 
Its lock is an Obstacle, produced by original sin, a 
legacy to us from our first parents. It fastens the door, and 
can only be unlocked by St. Peter, or by those to whom 
he gives permission to use his keys, the symbol of Absolu- 
tion. Before he can unlock the door for his children they 
must be washed with a sponge, symbolic of Forgiveness, 
which is attached to a reed, typical of our frailty. It is 
the sponge that touched our Lord's lips, and that makes 
Forgiveness so sweet. 

The extraordinary ways that conduct through the 
interior of the Bark begin at the living spring made in the 
hull of the Bark by a soldier's spear. By it is the cup 
of Sorrow, the gift of human beings. It contains the 
vinegar they gave our Lord to drink, and is placed there 
to refresh those who are languishing by the spring. The 
sponge, after it touched the divine lips, was wrung into it, 
which makes that cup sweet to Christians. 

Souls permitted to enter by this way are recruited from 
the ranks of those who have been buffeted by the world, 
hurled from precipices, tossed about by hurricanes, or 
driven by persecutions out of the ordinary way ; or who 
have endured other trials sent them by our Lord to pre- 
pare them for entrance into His Sepulchre, which is the 
cell of the Fear of the Lord, lying in one of the most 
inaccessible parts of the interior of the Bark. 

The Sepulchre is the symbol of Annihilation, the 
annihilation of self; but the rock out of which it is hewn 
represents The Promise made to us by God. The 
quickest way to reach it is by one of the extraordinary 
ways leading from the spring. These are usually very 
rough and fraught with dauger, so that you may any instant 
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be lost or dashed to pieces, if you are not tied to the 
mast by the cords of Obedience, which are so fine and 
flexible that they enable you to go with the most perfect 
security to any part of the Bark to which you may be led. 
The ordinary way to reach the cell where the Fear op the 
Lobd dwells, is much longer than the extraordinary ways ; 
it is safer, perhaps, but very much more tedious. 

To enter the spring, or even to taste its waters, the soul 
must first be divested of everything except the vesture of 
Decorum, which is the seamless garment that was torn 
by force from the shoulders of our Lord. The spring is 
very deep, and we have to hold our heads very low to 
drink ; but when once we have tasted it, we become so 
inebriated that we try to plunge into it, no easy mat- 
ter, seeing how hard it is to make ourselves small 
enough to allow of our passing through ; but once through 
we are borne gently onward,-as though the waves of strife 
and contention were giving us a respite, and we were 
being rocked to sleep on the bosom of a troubled sea. 
When we awake again, we feel as if we had come out of 
a trance to find ourselves in the garden of the sepulchre, 
where the guard stands to this day trying to oppose our 
entrance. These are our natural inclinations, and are re- 
presented by good Roman characters, the Fear of the 
Lobd's pets, which should be always kept in the bottom of 
the ship near his cell. 

There, too, is the little cony of Contentment, with the 
gazelle of Mirth, and around them frolicks the gay kid of 
Success, close to the fox of Sagacity, who is usually 
fastened to the column of Judgment by the chain of Cow- 
tibuitt. Here, too, lies concealed a cunning little weasel, 
the symbol of Acuteness, in company with the mastiff 
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of watchful Attention, who in his turn is tied by the cords 
of affection to the beam of Security in the kennel of 
Safety. 

It is very difficult to enter the cell, for the guard is 
awake. But our Lord has told us what to do, and we cry 
" Lord, Lord," until our voices are hoarse ; we seek and 
seek until our eyes grow dim ; we knock and knock until 
our aching hands bleed, for the stone of Persecution is 
rolled against the door. It is a gift of Christ's enemies ; 
it is the stone they hurled against Him, and was left on 
the Bark to exercise our faith and all our other virtues, 
for the very effort to roll it away makes us tough and 
strong. On it is engraven the last Beatitude, " Blessed 
are they who suffer persecution for justice sake. ,, 

Whilst we are beseeching, knocking, and seeking to be 
let in, we feel ourselves regaled by an odour of great 
sweetness issuing from the tomb. It is exhaled from the 
spices that embalmed the body of our Lord, and are con- 
tained in the vessel of Bbsionation, a solid vase and 
proof against the flames of Devotion. When it is heated 
the spices breathe a perfume that fills the air with fra- 
grance. But we must not stop to admire the vase, nor 
distract our mind by inhaling the balmy sweetness of the 
air, nor let ourselves be caught by the fox, nor be too 
eager to capture the kid, nor play with the gazelle, nor 
heed the barking of the dog, nor try to catch the weasel 
asleep. We must persevere, and diligently seek to be 
let in. We shall then discover a little jar of ointment that 
was brought to anoint our Lord's body. It is Comport, 
the gift of His friends. We take it and rub it on our 
bleeding hands, for we have nearly knocked the knuckles 
through the flesh ; but we do not stop for that, but keep 
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knocking harder and harder, and crying loader and louder, 
" Open, open to me, O Lord !" 

As the night becomes chillier, and the air denser, we 
wonder at the thickness of the vapour, and wonder what 
it means. Presently we discover it to be the Desolation 
our Lord experienced in His Passion. It is known as the 
devil's day. He is always revelling in it with his snuff 
box and sieve, trying to discourage us by sifting us 
thoroughly, for the wires of his sieve are made of anxieties 
and perplexities, and the rim that fastens them is pertur- 
bation. Being circular, it appears to us, like Eternity, to 
have no end. His rope is iniquity, the devil's swing. He 
tries to induce us to let him swing us in it by our necks, 
assuring us it is the only way to forget everything, and 
then offers us a pinch of his snuff. It is arsenic, the 
symbol of despair, the soul's worst poison. It is held in 
the leaden box of antipathy, that he tries to suspend to 
our hearts. 

Notwithstanding the horrors attending this opaque 
darkness, the light of a bright star gleams through it all, 
the star of Meditation, which was presented to the Bark 
at the birth of our Saviour. It is symbolic of a Guide, 
and is one of the types of the Blessed Virgin. That star 
is the only light gleaming while we are seeking, be- 
seeching, and knocking to be let in. As the star comes 
nearer its radiant beams gradually chase away the 
Desolation and the gloom, and the devil then hides 
himself to escape exposure. Looking around, we behold 
a shroud which we quickly seize, because the devil has 
wrested from us the vestment without seam, and we 
envelop ourselves in it, for it is the emblem of Oblivion, 
or forgetfulness of self and of the wrongs that others may; 
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have done us. We have no sooner wrapped it about us 
than we become insensible to the distractions around us, 
and invulnerable to the wiles of Satan, and pressing nearer 
to the wall of the sepulchre expect every moment to see 
the stone rolled away ; but the light of the star reveals to 
us that the stone is fastened to the tomb by a seal with 
the heraldic delineations emblazoned upon it denoting the 
Pride of Life, which we know must be broken before we 
can enter. This is easier said than done, for the seal is 
made of a substance so hard and sharp, that in trying to 
break it we cut our hands through and through. It is a 
gift of Satan, presented by the Gentiles, to prevent souls 
entering the tomb. Nothing daunted by the agony it 
causes us, we look around, hoping to find a weapon strong 
enough to break it, when we behold a lamp filled with oil 
of sweet almonds, that represents Mansubtude. Its wick 
is Self-diffidence, and was brought by the Saviour's 
friends when they laid Him in the tomb. But the lamp 
is not lighted, and we search for a flint to strike a flame 
with, when we see one lying on the ground. It is the 
precious box of Sympathy, made out of the magnet of 
Truth. It is filled with ashes, typical of Motoring. 
Our Lord's friends brought that with them, too. You 
take it and strike it on the wall of the tomb, and the 
sparks that fly from it light the lamp, which gives out a 
bright flame and a most delicious warmth. Its heat dilates 
with joy every fibre of our hearts, for its flame signifies 
Love, the purest love, love for our enemies, inspired by 
the love and fear of God. The light that it sheds is the 
light of true Liberty, which is only possessed by the 
children of God,— one of the rarest gifts in the world, for 
it comes directly from the Spirit of God. Take the 
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flame of true Liberty and Love, hold it close to the seal 
of the Pridb of Life, and behold, it melts at the touch. 

The seal once broken the stone is set free, and the 
entrance to the tomb made easy. Then we hold our hand 
carefully before the light, lest Satan and Licence reigning 
in the blasts of the night blow it out, and without it we 
know there is no admission to the sepulchre. 

Then at last we press our lips to the door, softly 
breathing the name of our Beloved, for an angel whispers 
to us that He is within anxiously waiting to welcome us. 
The stillness is so great that the wild beatings of our 
heart seem to clamour louder than all our knocking, 
praying, and beseeching, for admission to the sepulchre. 
As we press our form closer to the entrance, which is the 
symbol of the most perfect Solitude, a gentle tremor 
shakes our frame, for the door softly opens, we suddenly 
find ourselves surrounded by a flood of light, and are so 
ravished with the beatific sight that we nearly swoon 
with delight Then the door is closed, and hidden from 
the world, we are put in possession of the Secret of the 
King, a secret too sacred ever to be revealed in this 
world. 
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THE CHUECH OF SCUTAEI IN ALBANIA. 

The church of Scutari itself is a confirmation of the 
truth of the translation. Eye-witnesses, amongst others 
the Archbishop of Scopia and Captain Medin, have left us 
the following testimony ; 

" The church (in Scutari) is small, and is built of stone. 
The paintings, as far as style and colouring are concerned, 
agree perfectly with the Madonna of Genazzano. The 
faithful hold this church in great veneration, because they 
believe by tradition that it formerly contained an image 
of the Virgin, which miraculously departed from the 
sanctuary by itself. There is to be seen a break in the 
plaster, as if a piece had been carefully cut out, which is 
of the exact dimensions of the fresco of Genazzano. Until 
the last century most of this church was in ruins. 

" The people relate that various prodigies prevented its 
complete destruction or its profanation, and the Turks 
could never succeed in transforming it into a mosque. A 
muezzin having gone up into the tower to summon the 
Musselmen, was carried away by the wind and thrown 
into the river." 

It is reported that at the moment of the apparition 
the picture remained suspended without any visible sup- 
port, and it so remains to the present day. On November 
25 th, 1682, on occasion of the coronation, and on June, 
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1747, this fact was authenticated, and a report was for- 
warded to the Congregation of Bites. The following is the 
declaration of seven witnesses present at the second in- 
vestigation. 

"It is trnlj a patent and continual miracle to see a 
picture two hands in height, and a hand and a half in 
breadth, painted simply on the coating of a wall, pre- 
served intact during three centuries, from 1467 to our 
day, and so much the more, as this coating on which the 
image is painted has no support whatsoever. Wherefore 
all of us, being fully informed of the fact, subscribe this 
act with our own hand." 

The original of this document is now preserved in the 
archives of the sanctuary. 



PIOUS UNION IN HONOUR OF OUE LADY OF 
GOOD COUNSEL. 

The object of the Pious Union is to honour our Lady of 
Good Counsel, to propagate devotion to her, and to obtain 
her maternal counsels in the ordinary practices of life, and 
in the reformation of manners. To become a member it is 
necessary to go in person, or to send one's name, to the 
prior of the Augustinians at Genazzano, or to the curate 
of the Vatican, that it may be entered on the books of the 
association. 

Members should recite every day three Hail Maries. 
They should also carry on their person, or keep in their 
houses, an image of the Madonna of Genazzano, and try to 
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propagate the devotion as much as possible. They should 
offer or have offered up in any church, at any altar, one 
Mass every year. By the concession of Benedict XIV., 
such altar is privileged, but only for that one year. In 
case of an impediment the Mass may be replaced by com- 
munion. The following are the principal indulgences and 
spiritual favours accorded to the associates. 

1. A plenary indulgence on the day of admission, or the 
Sunday or festival following, confession and communion 
being necessary conditions. 2. A plenary indulgence, 
applicable to the souls in purgatory, on the five following 
festivals of the Blessed Virgin, — the Immaculate Concep- 
tion, the Nativity, the Annunciation, the Purification, and 
the Assumption, and on any four Saturdays throughout 
the year. To gain these indulgences it is necessary to go 
to confession and to receive holy communion on the days 
mentioned, and to visit a church and pray for the inten- 
tions of the Sovereign Pontiff. 3. A plenary indulgence, 
in articulo mortis, after confession and communion. 
Should one be unable to receive those sacraments, an act 
of contrition, to which should be joined an invocation of 
the holy names of Jesus and Mary, will suffice. This 
invocation may be made with the heart if the power of 
speech no longer remains. 4. Indulgence of seven years 
and seven quarantines, applicable to the souls in pur- 
gatory, on the festivals of the Visitation and the Presenta- 
tion, provided that at least with true contrition they visit 
a church on those days, and pray for the intentions of the 
Sovereign Pontiff. 5. An indulgence of sixty days every 
time a member devoutly accompanies a procession or a 
Holy Viaticum, assists at a funeral, recites five Paters and 
Aves for the souls in purgatory, practices some work of 



Digitized by 



112 



O0B GOOD COtTOSEtLOB. 



piety of charity, for instance, to reconcile enemies, to 
give fraternal correction, to instruct in Christian duties, or 
to give alms. 6. All the associates have a share in all 
the pious works performed in the sanctuary of Genazzano 
throughout the year. 

All these indulgences and spiritual favours are extracted 
from the decree of erection of the Pious Union, from the 
apostolical letters of Benedict XIV., and from the decree 
of the Sacred Congregation of Indulgences, February 8th, 
1830, which authenticated and confirmed them* 

Clement XIV., by a rescript dated December 6th, 1771, 
granted to all priests the right to celebrate the Votive 
Mass of the Blessed Virgin at any of the altars and on any 
day, except on festivals of the first and second class. In 
1777, Pius VI. conceded the proper office of the appari- 
tion, which was afterwards extended to the entire order 
of the Augustinians, and to the dioceses of Palestrina and 
Bergamo. 
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